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ADVERTISEMENT. 


ir Work now” ee a third thine ws the: 


Publick, was the laſt performance of one 


a often afforded amuſement and inſtruction ; 
who poſſeſſed the talents of pleaſing in a high. 
degree, whoſe labours were devoted to advance 
the intereſts of Religion and Morality, and who, 
during the greater part of his life, was eſteemed, 
| beloved, and reſpected, by all to whom he was 
known. Unhappily for himſelf and his connec- 
tions, the dictates of prudence were unattended 


to amidſt the faſhionable diſſipation of the times, 


With many advantages both natural and acquired, 
and with the moſt flattering proſpects before him, 
he, by an act of folly, to give it no worſe a 
name, plunged himfelf from a ſituation, in which 
he had every happineſs to expect, into a ſlate, 
which, to contemplate, muſt fill the mind with 
aſtaniſnment and horror. It was in ſome of the 
moſt dreadful moments of his life, when the ex- 
ereiſe : 


i ADV ERTISEMEN r. 


| _  erciſe of every faculty might be preſumed to be 
| ſuſpended, that the preſent work was compoſed, 
| a work which will be ever read with wonder, 
Wi as exhibiting an extraordinary exertion of the men- 
| tal powers in very unpropitious circumſtances, 
and affording, at the ſame time, a leſſon worthy 


ilf = the moſt attentive conſideration of every one into 
1 whoſe hands it may chance to fall. As the cu- 
" | riofity of the World will naturally follow the 

| perſon whoſe ſolitude and confinement produced 
'l __ the inftruction to be derived from this perform- 
=: ance, a ſhort Account of the Author, with a 


lift of his Writings, is now prefixed. To enlarge 
on the merit of this Poem will be unneceſſary, 
The feelings of every reader will eſtimate and 
proportion its value. That it contains an awful 
admonition to the gay and diſſipated, will be 
readily acknowledged by every reflecting mind, 


— D: — 
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ii _ eſpecially when it is conſidered as the bitter fruit 
[| of thoſe faſhionable indulgences which brought 
'"n _ diſgrace and death upon its unhappy author, in 
|| | | ſpite of learning and genius, accompliſhments 
[| the molt captivating, and ſervices the moſt im- 
1 | | „ | 
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* AC c 0 UNT or 
THE AUTHOR. 


ILLIAM DODD was ths eldeſt ſon “ of 


a clergyman, of the ſame names, who held 


the vicarage of Bourne, in the county of Lincoln, 
where he died the 8th day of Auguſt 1756, at the 
age of 54 years. His wife departed this life on the 


21ſt of the preceding May. Their ſon was born 
at Bourne on the 29th day of May 1729, and, af- 


ter finiſhing his ſchool education, was admitted a 


Sizar of Clare Hall, Cambridge, in the year 1 745 


under the tuition of Mr. John Courtail, ſince Arch- 


deacon of Lewes. At the univerſity he acquired 
the notice of his ſuperiors by a cloſe application to 
his ſtudies; and in the year 1749-50, took his firſt 
degree of Pachelor of Arts with conſiderable re- 
putation, his name being in the lift of wranglers on 
that occaſion. It was not, however, only in his 
* See p. 38, where he ſpeaks of himſelf as deſcended from 


Sir Thomas Overbury, | N | 
5 | academical 
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academical purſuits that he was emulous of diſtinc- 
tion. Having a pleaſing form, a genteel addreſs, 
and a lively imagination, he was equally celebrated 


for accompliſhments which ſeldom accompany a 


life of learned retirement. In particular, he was 


fond of the elegancies of dreſs, and became, as he 


ludicrouſly expreſſed it, a zealous votary of the 
God of Dancing, to whoſe ſervice he dedicated 
much of that time and attention, which he could 
borrow from kis more important avocations. | 

The talents which he poſſeſſed he very early dif 
played to the publick ; and by the time he had at- 


tained the age of eighteen years, prompted by the 


deſire of fame, and perhaps to increafe his income, 
commenced author, in which character he began to 
obtain ſome degree of reputation, At this period of 
his life, young, thoughtleſs, volatile, and unex- 


perienced, he precipitately quitted the univerſity, 
and relying entirely on his pen removed to the me- 
tropolis, where he entered largely into the gaieties 
of the town, was a conſtant frequenter of all places 
of publick diverſion, and followed every ſpecies of 


amuſement with the moſt dangerous avidity. In 


this courſe, however, he did not continue long. 
To the ſurpriſe of his friends, who leaſt ſuſpected 


him of taking ſuch a ſtep ; without fortune, with 


few friends, and Gelixtute of all means of ſupport- 
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ing a family, he haſtily united himſelf on you 15th 
of April, 1751, in marriage with Miſs Mary Per- 
kins, daughter of one of the dens Ricke of Sn 
John Dolben, a young lady then reſiding in Fritn 


Strect, Soho, who, though largely endowed with 
perſonal attractions, was certainly deficient in 


thoſe of birth and fortune. Jo a perſon circume 


ſtanced as Mr. Dodd then was, no meaſure could 


be more imprudent, or apparently more ruinous 


and deſtructive of his future proſpects in life. He 


did not, however, feem to view it in that light, 
but, with a degree of thoughtleſsneſs natural to 


him, immediately took and furniſhed a houſe in 


Wardour Street. Thus dancing on the brink of a 
precipice, and careleſs of to-morrow, his friends 


began to be alarmed at his ſttuation. His father 


came to town in great diſtreſs upon the occaſion, 


and by parental injunction he quitted his houſe be- 


fore winter. By the ſame advice he probably was 
induced to adopt a new plan for his future ſubſiſt- 


ence. On the 19th of October, in that year, he was 


ordained a Deacon by the Biſhop of Ely, at Caius 
College, Cambridge; and, with more prudence _ 
than he had ever ſhewn before, devoted himſelf 


with great aſſiduity to the ſtudy and duties of his 


profeſſion. In theſe purſuits he appeared ſo ſincere, 
that he even renounced all attention to his favourite 


ob een, Polite Letters. At the end of his Preface 


b 2 | to 
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to the Shs f Shakſpeare, oublithed i in this year, 
he ſays, . For my own part, better and more im- 
portant things henceforth demand my attention; 


and I here with no ſmall pleaſure take leave of 


, Shakſpeare and the Critics: as this work was 
& „begun and finiſhed before I entered upon the 
« ſacred function, in which I am now happily em- 
« ployed, let me truſt, this juvenile performance 
will prove no objection, ſince graver, and ſome 
very eminent members of the church have thought 


eit no improper employ to comment, explain, and 


e publiſh, the works of their own country poets.” 


The firſt ſervice in which he was engaged as a 


Clergyman, was to aſſiſt the Reverend Mr. Wyatt, 
Vicar of Weſt Ham, as his Curate: thither he re- 
moved, and there he ſpent the happieſt and more 
| honourable moments of his life. His behaviour 
was proper, decent, and exemplary. It acquired 

him the reſpect, and ſecured him the favour of his 
_ Pariſhioners ſo far, that, on the death of their 
Lecturer in 1752, he was choſen to ſucceed him. 
_ His abilities had at this time every opportunity of 
being ſhewn to advantage; and his exertions were 
ſo properly directed, that he ſoon became a fa- 


vourite and popular preacher. Thoſe who re- 


member him at this period, will bear teſtimony to 


the indefatigable zeal which he exerted in his 
munkry, and the ſucceſs which crowned his efforts. 
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THE AUTHOR. > 8 
The follies of his youth ſeemed entirely extin- 
guiſhed, his friends viewed his conduct with the 
utmoſt ſatisfaction, and the world promiſed itſelf 
an example to hold out for the imitation of his 
brethren. 

At this early ſeaſon of his life he entertained 
favourable ſentiments of the doctrine of Mr. 
Hutchinſon, and was ſuſpected to incline towards 
the opinions of the Methodiſts. A more mature 
age, however, induced him to renounce the one, 
and to diſclaim the other. In 1752 he was ap- 
pointed Lecturer of St. James, Garlick Hill, 
which two years afterwards he exchanged for the 
ſame poſt at St. Olave, Hart Street. About the 
ſame time he was appointed to preach Lady Moyer's | 
Lectures at St. Paul's; where from the viſit of che 
three angels to Abraham, and other ſimilar paſſages 
from the Old Teſtament, he endeavoured to prove 
the commonly received Doctrine of the Trinity. 
On the eſtabliſhment of the Magdalen Houſe 1758, 
he was amongſt the firſt and moſt active promoters 
of that charitable inſtitution; which received great 
advantage from his zeal for its proſperity, and, 
even to the concluſion of his life, continued to be 
materially benefited by his labours. 

From the time Mr. Dodd entered into the 5 
vice of the Church, he reſided at Weſt Ham, and 


made up the deficiencies of his income by ſuperin- 
Wy b W . 
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tending the education of ſome young gentlemen 
who were placed under his care. In 1559 he took 
his Degree of Maſter of Arts. In the year 1763 
he was appointed Chaplain in Ordinary to the 
King, and about the ſame time became known to 
Dr. Squire, Biſhop of St. David's, who received 
him into his patronage, preſented him to the 

Prebend of Brecon, and recommended him to the 

| Earl of Cheſterfield, as a proper perſon to be en- 
truſted with the tuition of his ſucceſſor in the title. 
The next year ſaw him Chaplain to his Majeſty. 
In 1766 he took the Degree of Doctor of Laws at 
Cambridge. He had ſome expectations of ſuc- 
ceeding to the Rectory of Weſt Ham; but, having 
been twice diſappointed, he reſigned his lecture- 
{hips both there and in the City, and quitted the 
place; © a place (ſays he to Lord Cheſterfield) 
ever dear and ever regretted by me, the loſs of 
which, truly affecting to my mind (for there I 
* was uſeful, and there I truſt I was loved), no- 
« thing but your Lordſhip's friendſhip and con- 
*« neftion could have counterbalanced *.”” From a 
paſſage in his Thcughts in Priſon, it may be infer- 
red, that he was compelled to quit this his favourite 


'* See Dedication to a Sermon, entitled, © Popery incon- 
liſtent with the natural Rights of Men in general, and | 
= WO in particular,” 8vo. 1768, | | | 
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refidence * ; a circumſtance which he pathetically 
laments, and probably with great reaſon, as the 
firſt ſtep to that change in his fituation which led 
him inſenfibly to his laſt fatal cataſtrophe. 

On his leaving Weſt Ham he removed to a houſe 
in Southampton Row, and at the ſame time launch- 
ed out into ſcenes of expence, which his income, 
by this time not a ſmall one, was unequal to ſup- 
port. He provided himſelf with a country-houſe 
at Ealing, and exchanged his chariot for a coach, 
in order to accommodate his pupils, who, beſides 
his noble charge, were in general perſons of family 
and fortune. About the fame time it Was his miſ- 
e te; :Gbtain a prize of 1000l. in the ſtate 
Elated with this ſucceſs, he engaged with 
ilder in a plan to erect a chapel near the palace 
of the Queen, from whom it took its name. He 
entered alſo into a like partnerſhip at Charlotte 
Chapel, Bloomſbury ; and both theſe ſchemes 
were for ſome time very beneficial to him, though 
much inferior to his then expenſive habits of living. 
His expectations from the former of theſe under- 
takings were extremely ſanguine. It is reported 
that, in fitting up his chapel near the Palace, he 
flattered himſelf with the hopes of having ſome 
5 Young Wen auditors, and in that ee aſ- 
| tons FO 
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ſigned a particular pew or gallery for the heir ap- 
parent. But in this, as in many other of his views, 
be was diſappointed. _ 

In the year 1772 he obtained the ry of 
Hockliffe, in Bedfordſhire; the firſt cure of ſouls 
he ever had. With this alſo he held the vicarage 
of Chalgrove; and the two were ſoon after conſo- 
lidated. An accident happened about this time, 
from which he narrowly eſcaped with his life. 
Returning from his living, he was ſtopt near 
Pancras by a highwayman, who diſcharged a 
piſtol into the carriage, which happily, as it was 
then thought, only broke the glaſs, For this fact 
the delinquent was tried, and, on Dr. Dodd's 
evidence, convicted and hanged. Early in the 
next year Lord Cheſterfield died, and was ſuc- 
ceeded by our author's pupil, who 1 his 
preceptor his chaplain. | 

At this pertod Dr. Dodd appears to have been 
in the zenith of his popularity and reputation. 
Beloved and reſpected by all orders of people, he 
would have reached, in all probability, the ſitua- 
tion which was the object of his wiſhes, had he 


poſſeſſed patience enough to have waited for it, 


and prudence ſufficient to keep himſelf out of 
dificulties which might prove fatal to his inte- 
grity. But the habits of diſſipation and expence 

PE” : | had 
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kad acquired too much influence over him. He 
had by their means involved himſelf in conſider- 


able debts. To extricate himſelf from them, he 


was tempted to an act which entirely cut off every 


hope which he could entertain of rifing in his pro- 


feſſion, and totally ruined him in the opinion of 
the world. On the tranſlation of Piſhop Moſs, in 
February 1774, to the ſee of Bath and Wells, the 
valuable reQory of St. George, Hanover-ſ{quare, 
fell to the diſpoſal of the Crown, by virtue of the 
King's prerogative. Whether from the ſuggeſtion _ 
of his own mind, or from the perſuaſion of ſome | 
friend, is uncertain ; but on this occaſion he took 


a ſtep of all others the moſt wild and extravagant, 


and leaft likely to be attended with ſucceſs. He 
cauſed an anonymous letter to be ſent to Lady 


 Apſley, offering the ſum of zoool. if by her means 


he could be preſented to the living. The letter 


was immediately communicated to the Chancellor, 


and, after being traced to the ſender, was laid be- 
fore his Majeſty. The inſult offered to ſo high an 
officer by the propoſal, was followed by inſtant 
puniſhment. Dr. Dodd's name was ordered to be 
ſtruck out of the liſt of chaplains. The preſs teem- 


ed with ſatire and invective; he was abuſed and 


ridteuled in the papers of the day; and, to crown 
the whole, the tranſaction became a ſubject of | 
entertainment | 
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entertainment in one of Mr. Foote' $ pieces at t the 
Hay-market. | 
As no explanation could juſtify ſo abſ ard a mea- 
ſure, ſo no apology could palliate it. An evafive 
letter in the newſpapers, promiſing a juſtification 
at a future day, was treated with univerſal con- 
tempt. Stung with remorſe, and feelingly alive to 
the diſgrace he had brought on himſelf, he haſtily 
quitted the place where neglect and inſult attended 
him, and went to Geneva to his pupil, who pre- 
ſented him to the living of Winge, in Bucking- 
hamfhire, which he held, with Hockliffe, by vir- 
tue of a diſpenſation. Though incumbered with 
debts, he might ſtill have retrieved his circum- 
ſtances, if not his character, had he attended to 
the leſſons of prudence; but his extravagance con- 
tinued undiminiſned, and drove him to ſchemes 
which overwhelmed him with additional infamy. 
He deſcended ſo low as to become the editor of a 
newſpaper, and is ſaid to have attempted to diſen- 
gage himſelf from his debts by a commiſſion of 
bank:uptcy, in which he failed. From this period 
every ſtep led to complete his ruin. In the fum- 
mer of 1776 he went to France, and, with little 
regard to decency, paraded it in a phaeton at the 
races on the Plains of Sablons, dreſſed in all the 
foppery of the kingdom in which he then reſided, 
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He returned to England about the beginning of 
2 winter, and continued to exerciſe the duties of his 
function, particularly at the Magdalen Chapel, 
where he ſtill was heard with approbation, and 
where his laſt ſermon was preached February 2, 
1777, two days only before he ſigned the fatal in- 
2 ſtrument which brought him to an ignominious end. 
Preſſed at length by creditors, whoſe importu- 
nities he was unable longer to ſooth, he fell upon 
an expedient, from the conſequences of which he 
could not eſcape. He forged a bond, from his 
pupil Lord Cheſterfield, for the ſum of 42001. and 
upon the credit of it obtained a confiderable ſum 
of money. Detection of the fraud almoſt immedi- 
ately followed. He was taken before a magiſtrate, 
and committed to priſon. At the ſeſſions held at 
the Old Bailey, February 24, his trial commenced; 
and the commiſſion of the offence being clearly 
proved, he was pronounced guilty; but the ſen- 
tence was poſtponed, until the ſentiments of the 
Judges could be taken reſpecting the admiſſibility 
of an evidence, whoſe teſtimony had been made 
uſe of to convict him. 

This accident ſuſpended his fate until the enſuing 
ſeſſion. In the mean time, the doubt which had 
been ſuggeſted, as to the validity of the evidence, 
was med, by the unanimous opinion of the 
Judges, 


— — — 


_ TEES 
— 


— 


— 


7 — 


—— 


— — — — =_ 2 _— 
= . — — —— — - 
—— — — — — — — 


U 
1 
{ 
11 
1 
't 
it 
I: 
"1 
1 
J 
141 
7 * 
4 7 
1 
34 
| 


_— 


Xv1 AN ACCOUNT oF 


Judges, that the teſtimony of the perſon objected . 


to had been properly and legally received. This 
information was communicated to the criminal on 
the 1 th of May; and on the 26th of the ſame 
month he was brought to the bar, to receive 
his ſentence. Being aſked what he had to al- 
lege why it ſhould not be pronounced upon 
him, he addreſſed the Court in the following 
animated and pathetic ſpeech, in the compoſition 
of which he is ſaid to have been moan: aſſiſted 
by a very eminent writer : 


„ My 1 


* I NOW tand before you a dreadful example | | ; 
of human infirmity. I entered upon publick life 
with the expectations common to young men 


| whoſe education has been liberal, and whoſe abi- 


lities have been flattered ; and, when I became a 
clergyman, conſidered myſelf as not impairing the 
dignity of the order. I was not an idle, nor, 1 


hope, an uſeleſs miniſter. I taught the truths of 


Chriſtianity with the zeal of conviction, and the 
authority of innocence. My labours were ap- 
proved, my pulpit became popular; and I have 
reaſon to believe, that of thoſe who heard me ſome 


have been preſerved from ſin, and ſome have been 


reclaimed, Condeſcend, my Lord, to think, if 
cheſe 
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theſe eonfdemticns aggravate my crime, how much 
they muſt embitter my puniſhment, 

«« Being diſtinguiſhed and elated by the confi- 
dence of mankind, I had too much confidence in 
myſelf; and thinking my integrity what others 
thought it, eftabliſhed in ſincerity, and fortified by 
religion, I did not conſider the danger of vanity, 
nor ſuſpect the deceitfulneſs of my own heart. 
The day of conflict came, in which temptation 
ſurpriſed and overwhelmed me. I committed the 
crime, which I intreat your Lordſhip to believe 
that my conſcience hourly repreſents to me in its 
full bulk of miſchief and malignity. Many have 
been overpowered by temptation, who are now 
among the penitent in heaven. 

« To an act now waiting the deciſion of vindi- 
cative juſtice, I will not preſume to oppoſe the 
counterbalance of almoft thirty years (a great part 
of the life of man) paſſed in exciting and exercifing 
charity; in relieving ſuch diſtreſſes as I now feel, 
in adminiſtering thoſe conſolations which I now 
want. I WII not otherwiſe extenuate my offence, 
than by declaring, what many circumſtances make 
probable, that I did not intend to be finally frau- 
dulent. Nor will it become me to apportion my 
puniſhment, by alleging that my ſufferings have 
been not much leſs than my guilt, 1 have fallen 

from 
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from reputation, which ought to have made me 


_ cautious; and from a fortune, which ought to have 
given me content, I am ſunk at once into poverty 


and ſcorn; my name and my crime fill the ballads 1 
in the ſtreet, the ſport of the thoughtleſs, and the 3 


triumph of the wicked. 


It may ſeem ſtrange that, - what 


I have lately been, I ſhould till wiſh to continue 
what Jam. But contempt of death, how ſpeci- 


ouſly ſoever it might mingle with Heathen virtues, 


has nothing ſaktable to Chriſtian penitence. Many 
motives impel me to beg earneſtly for life. I feel 


the natural horror of a violent death, and the 


_ univerſal dread of untimely diſſolution. I am de- I 


ſirous of recompenſing the injury I have done to 


the clergy, to the world, and to religion, and to 


efface the ſcandal of my crime by the example ot 
my repentance. But, above all, I wiſh to die with 
thoughts more compoſed, and calmer preparation. 
The gloom of a priſon, the anxiety of a trial, and 
the inevitable viciſſitudes of paſſion, leave the mind 


little diſpoſed to the holy exerciſes of prayer and 


ſeli-examination. Let not a little time be denied 
me, in which I may, by meditation and contrition, 


be prepared to ſtand at the tribunal of Omnipo- 


rence, and ſupport the preſence of that Judge 


who ſhall atribute to all AF to their works, 


w ho 
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who will receive to pardon the repenting finer, 
and from whom the merciful ſhall obtain mercy. 
«© For theſe reaſons, amidſt ſhame and miſery, 
Il vet wiſh to live; and moſt humbly intreat, that 
4 I may be recommended By your e to the 
clemency of his Majeſty.” „ 
Prom this time the friends of Dr. Dodd were af- 
2 Gduouſly employed in endeavouring to ſave his 
lite. Beſides the petitions of many individuals, 
the members of the ſeveral charities which had 
F been benefited by him, joined in applications to 
| 4 the Throne for mercy; the City of London like- 
> wiſe, in its corporate capacity, ſolicited a remiſ- 
ſion of the puniſhment, in conſideration of the ad- 
| J vantages which the publick had derived from his 
3 various and laudable exertions. The petitions 
3 were ſuppoſed to be figned by near thirty thouſend 
| 2A perſons. They were however of no avail. On 
the 15th of June the Privy Council aſſembled, and 
deliberated on the caſes of the feveral priſoners. 
then under condemnation ; and in the end a war- 
rant was ordered to be made out for the execution 
of Dr. Dodd, with two others (one of whom was 
7 afterwards reprieved), on the 27th of the ſame 
I month: | To, 
Having been flattered with the hopes of a par- 
don, | he appeared to o ben much ſhocked at the inti- 
mation 


— —̊—— 


— 


— — — — — — — — — — - - — — — 
— - ———— — — — — — _ er — — 
— — — — — — — — - - = = 
— — — — - — 
— = - — — — — 
— — — — — 2 ͥ ͥ ́ ́V————— ————— — —ä—— - 
— — — — eros — — — 


* 
4 i! 
”= } 
1 7 
1 
4 
jt : 
1 
1 : 
: 
„ 
| it ! 
$141 
- i: 
: 
1 
11 
An 
1 
i 
| 
11 
: 
. 
: 
| | 
{TH 
| ' 
. 
| 
4 
| : 
| ; 
: 
: : ": 
x i"! 
nl! 
100 
. 161 
„ 
15 
1 
1 


xx AN ACCOUNT 6F 


mation of his approaching deſtiny ; but reſumed I 
in a ſhort time a degree of fortitude, ſufficient to 
enable him to paſs through the laſt ſcene of his life 
with firmneſs and decency. On the 26th he took 
leave of his wife and ſome friends, after which he 4 
declared himſelf ready to atone for the offence he 
had given to the world. His deportment was meek, | | 
humble, and devout, expreflive of reſignation and 
contrition, and calculated t) inſpire ſentiments of 
reſpect for his perſon, and concern for his e 3 
fate. 

Of his behaviour at this awful juncture, a par- 
ticular account was given by Mr. Villette, 2 | I 
of Newgate, in the following terms: | . 

« On the morning of his death I went to him, 4 
« with the Rev. Mr. Dobey, Chaplain of the Mag- 
„ dalen, whom he had deſired to attend him to 
the place of execution. He appeared compoſed ; J 
and when I aſked him how he had been ſup- 
«« ported, he ſaid he had had ſome comfortable 
«« ſleep, by which he ſhould be the better enabled 
* to perform his duty. 

« As we went from his room in our way to the 
% chapel, we were joined by his friend, who had 
« ſpent the foregoing evening with him, and alſo | 
& by another clergyman. When we were in the 
<« veſtry adjoining to the chapel, he exhorted his 
E fellow- 


THE AUTHOR, _ 


e fellow-ſufferer, who had attempted to deftroy 
c himſelf, but had been prevented by the vigilance 

2 © of the keeper. He ſpoke to him with great ten- 
« derneſs and emotion of heart, entreating him to 
* conſider that he had but a ſhort time to live, 


> and that it was highly neceſſary that he, as wel! 
3 as himſelf, made good uſe of their time, implored 


e pardon of God under a deep ſenſe of fin, and 
© looked to that Lord by whoſe merits alone ſin- 
ners could be ſaved. He defired me to call in 

e the other gentlemen, who likewiſe aſſiſted him 
(% to move the heart of the poor youth: but the - 
« Doctor's words were the moſt pathetic and ef- 
« fectual. He lifted up his hands, and cried out, 


O Lord Jeſus, have mercy upon us, and give, O 


give unto him, my fellow-ſinner, that as we 
: « ſuffer together, we may go together to heaven!“ 
His converſation to this poor youth was ſo mor- 
2 « ing, that tears lowed from the eyes of all preſent. 

„When we went into the chapel to prayer and 
the holy communion, true contrition and warmth 
« of devotion appeared evident in him throughout 

« the whole ſervice. After it was ended, he again ad- 
5e drefled himſelf to Harris in the moſt moving and 
9e perſuaſive manner, and not without effect: for he 
% declared that he was glad he had not made away 


ct with himſelf, and 10 he was caller, and hoped' 


c 25 6 be 
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« he ſhould now go to | heaven.” Thi Boche told 
„ him how Chriſt had ſuffered for them; and that 
** he himſelf was a greater ſinner than he, as he 
had ſinned more againſt light and conviction, 
and therefore his guilt was greater; and that as 
« he was confident that mercy was ſhewn to his 
* ſoul, ſo he ſhould lock to Chriſt, and truſt in his 
« merits. | 

« He prayed God to bleſs his friends who were 
55 preſent with him, and to give his bleſſing to all 
« his brethren the clergy; that he would pour out 
« his Spirit upon them, and make them true mi- 
* niſters of Jeſus Chriſt, and that they might fol- 
_ «& low the divine precepts of their heavenly Maſter. 
« 'Furning to one who ſtood near him, he ſtretched 
© out his hand, and ſaid, © Now, my dear friend, 
« ſpeculation is at an end; all muſt be real! What | 
« poor ignorant beings we are!“ He prayed for 
« the Magdalens, and wiſhed they were there, to 
« ſing for him the 23d Pſalm, 

After he had waitedſome time for the officers, 
« he aſked what o'clock it was; and being told 
« that it was half an hour after eight, he ſaid, «I _ 


« wiſh they were ready, for I long to be gone.“ 


% He requeſted of his friends, who were in tears 
« about him, to pray for him; to which he was 3 
6 * anſwered by two of them; ' * We Pray more 

th * than I 


nls 
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than language can utter.” He replied, I be- 
y tk | .* . 3 , 
„ heve it. 


« At length he was ſummoned to go down into 


I « apart of the yard which is ineloſed from the reſt 
7 « of the gaol, where the two unhappy convicts 
e and the friends of the Doctor were alone. On 
2 « his ſeeing two priſoners looking out of the win- 
F< dows, he went to them, and exhorted them ſo 
F< pathetically, that they both wept abundantly, 
He ſaid once, © I am now a ſpectacle to men, 
3 „ and ſhall ſoon be a ſpectacle to angels.” - 


« Juſt before the ſheriff's officers came with the 


| „ halters, one who was walking with him told him 
that there was yet a little ſolemnity he muſt paſs 
6s through before he went out. He aſked, What 
Wi is that?” © You will be bound.“ He looked up, 
e and ſaid, © Yet I am free; my Recon i is there,” 
| ** pointing upwards. He bore it with Chriſtian 
patience, and beyond what might have been ex- 
. pected; and when the men offered to excuſe ty- 
ing his hands, he deſired them to do their duty, 


and thanked them for their kindneſs *. After 
* It was done in the paſſage leading to the cliapel, by 
rder ol Mr. Akerman, the keeper, to prevent his being 
gazed at; to whom he deſired I would return his Money" | 


- Hanks for all his civ1ilitics to him, even to the laſt. 
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he was bound, I offered to aſſiſt him with my 


* arm in conducting him through the yard, where 
ce ſeveral people were aſſembled to ſee him; but he 
« replied with ſeeming pleaſure, © No! I am as 
« firm as a rock.“ As he paſſed along the yard, 
ce the ſpectators and priſoners wept and bemoaned 


„him; and he, in return, prayed God to bleſs 


£ them. 


„On the way to execution he confled himſelf 
in reflecting and ſpeaking on what Chriſt had 
6 ſuffered for him; lamented the depravity of 


human nature, which made ſanguinary laws ne- 


«« ceſlary; and ſaid he could gladly have died in 


the priſon- yard, as being led out to public exe- | 


« cution tended greatly to diſtreſs him. He de- 


fired me to read to him the 516 Pſalm, and alſo 0 


« pointed out an admirable penitential prayer from 
* Roſlell's Priſoner's Director. He prayed again, 
* for the king, and likewiſe for the people. 


„When he came near the ſtreet where he 


* wept. He ſaid, probably his tears would ſeem 
to he the effect of cowardice, but it was a weak- 


* neſs he could not well help; and added, he 


« hoped he was going to a better home. 
„When he arrived at the gallows, he aſcended 


0: the cart, and poke to his fellow ſufferer. He 
60 chen : 


* formerly dwelt, he was much affected, and 4 


7 P Wa +> n . 
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then e, not only for himſelf, but alſo for 
his wife, and the unfortunate youth that ſuffered 
„with him; and declaring that he died in the 
true faith of the goſpel of Chriſt, in perfect love 
and charity with all mankind, and with thank- 
* fulneſs to his friends, he was launched into eter- 
Je nity, imploring mercy for his ſoul for the ſake 
* IT of his bleſſed Redeemer,” | 

8 


His e on ide Monday following, was car- 


1 4 ried to Cowley, in Buckinghamſhure, and * | 


in the church there. 


S 
3 


3 The 1 paper was intended to have been 
read by Mr. Villette at the place of execution, but 
was omitted, as it ſeemed not poſſible to communi- 
cate the knowledge of it to ſo great a number of 


3 Þ — Wk as were then aſſembled : 


Bo TO the words of dying 1 men regard has 

| ie been paid. I am brought kither: to ſuffer 
death for an act of fraud, of which I confeſs my- 
Fae guilty with ſhame, ſuch as my former ftate 
of life naturally produces, and I hope with ſuch 
Fforrow as He, to whom the heart is known, will 


5 | not diſregard. I repent that I have violated the 


Wavs by which peace and confidence are eftabliſh- 
d among men; I ens that I have mms, 969d 
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to injure my fellow-creatures ; and J repent that 1 


have brought diſgrace upon my order, and dif- 
credit upon religion: but my offences againſt God 


are without name or number, and can admit _ 


of general confeſſion and general repentance, — 


Grant, Almighty God, for the ſake of Jeſus Chriſt, 
that my repentance, however late, however im- 


perfect, may not be in vain. 


«« The little good that now remains in my 
power, is to warn others againſt thoſe tempta- 


tions by which J have been ſeduced. I have always 
ſinned againſt conviction; my principles have 


never been ſhaken; I have always conſidered the 


Chriſtian religion as a revelation from God, and 
its divine Author as the Saviour of the world ; 


but the laws of God, though never diſowned by i 


me, have often been forgotten. I was led aſtray 


from religious ſtrictneſs by the deluſion of ſhew 
and the delights of voluptuouſneſs. I never knew _ 
or attended to the calls of frugality, or the need- 
ful minuteneſs of painful economy, Vanity and 

_ Pleaſure, into which I plunged, required expence 
diſproportionate to my income ; expence brought 
_ diſtreſs upon me; and. diftreſs, e dif 
treſs, urged me to temporary fraud. | 


« For this fraud Tam to die; and I die declaring 


in the molt ſolemn manner, chat, however I have 


_ deviated 
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deviated from my own precepts, I have taught 
others, to the beſt of my knowledge, and with all 
ſincerity, the true way to eternal happineſs. My 
life, for ſome few unhappy years. paſt, has been 
dreadfully erroneous; but my miniſtry has been 


always fincere. J have conſtantly believed, and 


I now leave the world ſolemnly avowing my 
conviction, that there is no other name under 
Heaven by which we can be ſaved, but only 
the name of the Lord Jeſus; and I entreat all 
who are here to join with me in my laſt petition, 
that, for the ſake of that Lord Jeſus Chriſt, my 
ſins may be forgiven, and my. ſoul received into 
his everlaſting kingdom, | 8 


WILLIAM DODD.” 


June 277 1777. 
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A LIST oF THE 


WRITINGS. OF Ds. DODD. 


IGGON Davy's Reſolution on the 
Death of his laſt Cow. 4to. 1747. 
22. The African Prince in England to Zara, at 
his Father's Court; and Zara's Anſwer. 4to. 1749. 
3. A Day of Vacation in 2 A Mock 
Heroic Poem. 40 C/ | CD 
2? © 4. Synoptis Compendiaria, i. Grotit de Jure 
ghelli & Pacis, S. Clarkii de Dei Exiſtentia & 
Attributis, & J. Lockii de Intellectu Humano. 
vo. 1750. 
F. A new Book of the Dunciad. 4to. 750» 
6. An Elegy on the Death of the Prince of 
Wales. 4to. 1751. | 
. The Beauties of Shakeſpeare regularly ſes 
1 lected from each Play, 2 vols. 12mo. 1752. 
* 8. An Epiſtle to a Lady concerning ſome import- 
ant and neceſſary Truths in Religion. 4to. 1753. 
E The Siſters, a Novel. 2 vols. 12mo. 1754. 
; 10. The Hymns of Callimachus, tranſlated 
from the Greek into Engliſh Verſe, with Ex- 
planatory Notes: to which are added, Select 
Epigrams, and the Coma Berenices of the fame 
Author; Six Hymns of Orpheus, and the En- 
comium of Frolemy, by Theocritus, 4to. 17 1 
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11. Sermons on the Miractes al Parables 4 
4 vols. 8vo. 175 5 and 17 

12. The Sinful Chriltan condemned by his 
own Prayers, from Luke xix. 22. Preached at 
Weſtham, and St. Olave's Hart Street. 8vo. 175 .. 
- 13. The Nature and Neceſſity of Faſting, 


being the Subſtance of Two Sermdns preached | 


at Weſtham-and Olave>, Svo. 1756. 

14. The Church Catechif explained after a 
new Method, with Proofs from Scripture ſub- 
Joined to every Article. 12mo. 1736. 

15. An Earneſt Addreſs to his Pariſhioners, 
by a Miniſter of the Church of England, con- 
cerning the Neceſſity, Nature, Means, and Marks 
of true Faith in Chriſt Jeſus. Deſigned prin- 
_ cipally for the Poor. 12mo. 1756. 

16. A Word of Advice to Sureties in Bap- 
tiſm: being a ſhort Extract from a Sermon on 
that Subject. 12mo. 1756. 


17. The Chriſtian Sacrament and Sacrifice, 


extracted from Dr. Brevint. 12mo. 1756. 

18. The Sabbath Day well ſpent. 12mo. 1756. 

"The laft Five are ſmall Tracts intended for 

the Poor. 

19. Thoughts on the Glorious Epiphany of 
the Lord Jelus Chriſt. A Poetical Eſſay. 40. 
1758. 

3 The People's Duty when the Hoſt is gone 


forth againſt the Enemy. A Sermon. 8vo. 1758. 
21. An Account of the Riſe, Progreſs, &c. 


= the Magdalen Charity. 8vo. 1759: 
22. A Sermon preached before the Governors 


TT. 5A REC a ĩ ĩ ĩ ͤ 0. 


of the 3 Charity, at St. Laurence's 


Church 
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Church near Guildhall, 26th of April 1759 · 
Nö. 1759. 
23. A new Edition of Bimop Hall's Con- 
templations, &c. 2 vols. 12mo. 1759. 

24. Unity recommended | in a Sermon on Ephe- 
fans, ch. Iv, ver. 3. preached before the Religious 
Societies in and about London, at their Annual 
Meeting in the Pariſh Church of St. _ le 


Bow, on Eafter Monday, 1759. 4to. 1759. 


25. Ode to the Marchionels of Granby. 4to. 

I 
* 6. preface to © Original Letters between the 
Rev. Mr. John Weſley and Mr. Richard Thomp- 
** ſon, reſpecting the Doctrine of Aſſurance as 
held by the former, wherein that Tenet is fully 
** examined, with ſome Strictures on Chriſtian Per- 


„ fectien. 8vo. 1760. 


27. The Wiſdom and Coodnel of God in 


4 the Vegetable Creation, a Sermon preached at 
St. Martin's Church, Ludgate, on September 20, 
1759, before the Company of Apothecanes- 40. 


170. 
28. The Wiſdom and Goodneſs of God * 


2 the Vegetable Creation farther conſidered ; - in a 
Second Sermon preached at the Pariſh Church 
of St. Anne's Black Fryars, on September 18, 
1760, before the Company of Apothecaries. 40. „ 


1760 | 
15 * 
29. A Sermon preached at the Chapel of the 


F Magdalen-houſe before his Royal 1 Prince 
q Edward. 4to. 1760. 


30. Conference between a Myſtic, an e 
ook, a Calviniſt, a Neben, ne: a "om 
| of 
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of the Church of England, and others; wherein 
the Tenets of each are freely examined and diſ- 
"On 8vo. ' 1761. 
The Wiſdom and Soden of God in 
the Vegetable Creation farther conſidered, in a 
Third Sermon, preached ar the Pariſh Church 
of St. Anne's Black Fryars, on October 2, 1761, 
before the Company of Apothecaries. 4to. 1761. 
32. A Sermon preached at the Anniverſary 
| Meeting of the Governors of the Magdalen Cha- 
rity, March 13, 1762, at St. George's Hanover 
Square. 4to. 17562. | 


33- K Familiar Explanation of the Poeticat 


Works of Milton; to which is prefixed Mr. 
Addiſon's Criticiſm on Paradiſe Loſt, with a 
Freface. la mo. 176. 

34. Reflections on Neath. 12mo. 1763. 

35. Youth diſſuaded from Vice, in a Dif- 
courſe preached at Weſtham, October zo, 1763. 
vo. 1763. 1 
36. A Letter to the Right Hon. the Earl of 
Halifax on the Peace. 8vo. 1763. In this he 
was aſſiſted by Biſhop Squire. E 
37. The Viſitor, 2 vols. I2MO. 1764. 1 
238. Comfort to the Afflicted under every Dit. Þ 
treſs, with ſuitable Devotions. 8vo. 1794. s 

39. Mutual Knowledge in a Future State, offer= 
ed as an Argument of Conſolation under the 
| Loſs of Friends. A Sermon preached on Biſhop Þ 
Squire's Death. 8vo. 1760. _ 
40. The Truth of the Chriſtian Religion vin- 
dicated from the Objections of Unbelievers, par- 


ticularly of Jahn James Reonſſeau, In a Series 


of Diſſertations, | 8Y0, 1766. „„ 41 | 4 
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4 41. Mr. Locke's Common Piace Bock to the 
Holy Bible, a new Edition with Additions. 1285 
e | 


Poems. 8vo. 1767 
43. The Practice of Inoculation, recommend- 
ed in a Sermon ene at St. James's, Weſt- 
minſter, April 9, 1767, on the Anniverſary 
Meetings of the rates of the Small Pox | 
3 1 4to. 1767. Y 
4144. Popery inconſiſtent with the Natoral Rights — 
ot Men in general, and of Engliſhmen 1 in par- 
ticular. A Sermon preached in Charlotte Street 
Y Chapet: 8v0. 1708. 
3 Sermons on the Duties of the Great, from 
te French of M. Maſfillon ſs of Clermont, | 
2 8vo. 1769. 
46. A Sermon on Zechariah v. 7. preached 
= in Charlotte Street Chapel, July the 28th, 1769, 
before the Governors of the Magdalen Hoſpital, 
on laying the firſt Stone of their new Building 
in St. George's Fields, Southwark. 4to. 1769. 
47. A Commentary on the Holy Bible, 3 vols. 
Folio. 1770. This Work was begun in 1765. 

48. Sermons to Young Men, 3 vols. 12mo. 1771. 
49. The Priſoner releaſed, a Sermon on Mat- 
thew xxv. 36. preached in Charlotte Street and 
Bedford Chapels, for the Benefit of unfortunate 
- # Perſons confined for ſmall Debts. 8vo. 1772. 

Fo. The Frequency of Capital Puniſhments in- 

conſiſtent with Juſtice, found Policy, and Re- 

"3 ligion. 8vo. 1772. | 

61. Compaſſion to Infants, enforced i in a Ser- 
mon preached on Tueſday the 27th of April, 
= 1773» 
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1773, at St. Martin's in the Fields, besos the 
Guardians of the — for the Infant Poor. 
40. 1773. 

2. An Oration at the Dedication of Free 


Maſons Hall. 4to. 1776. 
53. The Convict's Addreſs to his Unhappy 


Brethren, delivered in the Chapel of Newgate, | 


on Friday, June 6, 1777. 8vo. 1777. 
84. Thoughts in Priſon, in Fire Parts, 8vo. 


1777. 
K e and Prayers ſelected from Roſ- 


: ſell's "Priſoner" s Director, for the Inſtruction and 


Comfort of Malefators under Impriſonment for 
Capital Offences, and more eſpecially thoſe who 


r ORE + IA 8 2 


are under Sentence of Death; containing ſuitable 


Directions for the Improvement of their Minds 


in Priſon ; and as a due Preparation for Death 1 


and a Future State: to which is prefixed, An 
Exhortation to Convicted nne 8vo. 1 777. 


e is ſaid to have written a Tragedy called 
The Sracuſan, and a Comedy called Sir Roger 
de Coverly ; the latter of which was in the Hands 
of Mr. Harris when the Author was taken into 

Cuſtody. Probably the Mamnſcripts may be Kill 
in being. 
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JADVERTISEMEN T 
ORIGINALLY PREFIXED TO | rus 


PRISON THOUGHTS. | 


ö I I following Work, as the dates of the 
„ reſpective Parts evince, was begun by its 
urhappy Author in his apartments at Newgate, 
on the evening of the day ſubſequent to his Trial 
and Conviction at Juſtice-hall; and was finiſhed, 
amidſt various neceſſary interruptions, in little more 
'Y han the ſpace of two months. 


= 2 8 


Prefixed to the Manuſcript | is the _ Note: 


- 


April 23, 1777s 
1 began theſe Thoughts merely from the im- 


e preſſion of my mind, without plan, purpoſe or 
. | * motive, more than the ſituation and ftate of my 
Soul. I continued them on a thoughtful and regu. 
lar plan: and I have been enabled wonderfully— 
in a ſtate, which in better days I f ould have ſup- 
_ %%% 7 « poſed 


xXxXxxvi ADVERTISEMENT, 


<< poſed would have deſtroyed all power of Reflec- 


e tion—to bring them nearly to a concluſion. I de. 
e dicate them to Gop, and to the 7:eding Serious 
% amongſt my Fellow-Creatures; and I bleſs the 
« Almighty for the ability to go through them, 


„ amidſt the Terrors of this dire Place, and the 


bitter anguiſh of my diſconſolate Mind! 
e Thinking will eaſily pardon all inac- 

40 curacies, as I am neither able nor willing to 

„read over thoſe melancholy lines with a cariozs 


and critical eye! They are imperfect, but the 
Language of the Heart; and, had I time and 


* inclination, might and ſhould be improved, 


wy But 8 


cc W. D.” A 


The few little Pieces fGoined to ths T bebe, 


and the Author's Laſt Prayer, were found amongſt 


his Papers. Their evident connection with the 


Poem was the inducement for adding them to Y 


che Volume. ; 
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COMMENCED 


Jsuxpay Evening, EIO RH r o'Crock® 3 
FB. 23, 1777. | 


WEEK THE FIRST. 
THE IMPRISONMENT. = 


M* Friends are gone! Harſh on its Cullen hinge 
Grates the dread door: the maſly bolts re- 


4 T1 remendous to the ſurly Keeper's touch. {ſ{pond__ 
3 Ine dire keys clang : with movement dull. and flow 
While their beheſt the ponderous locks perform: $ 
And, faſtened firm, thE;þbjett of their care 

s left to eee Sorrow left! 


* The Tone when they lock up in this diſmal place. 
fs 7 


2 THOUGHTS IN PRISON. | Week 1. 


But where fore faſtened ? Oh ſtill ironger bonds 
Than bolts, or locks, or doors of molten braſs, 
To Solitude and Sorrow would conſign : 
His anguiſh 'd Soul, and priſon him, tho? free! 
For, whither ſhould he fly, or where produce 
In open day, and to the golden Sun, 

His hapleſs head! whence every laurel torn, 

On his bald brow fits grinning Infamy ; 

And all in ſportive triumph twines around 3 
Ihe keen, the ſtinging Adders of Diſgrace! 4 
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Yet what's Diſgrace with Man? or all the ſtings 

Of pointed Scorn? What the tumultuous voice 
Of erring Multitudes? Or what the ſhafts 
Of keeneft Malice, levell'd from the bow 

Of human Inquiſition —if the God, J 
Who knows the heart, looks with complacence down | 3 
Upon the ſtruggling victim; and beholds 
Repentance burſting from the earth-bent eye, 
And Faith's red croſs held cloſely to the breaſt ! 


Oh Author of my being! of my bliſs 4 
Beneficent Diſpenſer! wondrous Power, 2 
| Whoſe eye, all-ſearching, thro' this dreary gloun | ; 
Diſcerns the deepeſt ſecrets of the Soul; =_ 
Aſſiſt me!—With thy ray of light divine 
Illumine my dark thoughts; upraiſe my low; 


Ws. 


Week I. THOUGHTS IN PRISON. 3 


And give me Wiſdom's guidance, while I ſtrive 
Impartially to ſtate the dread account, 

And call MYSELF To TRIAL! Trial far 

Than That more fearful—tho' how fearful That 
Which trembling late I proved! Oh aid my hand 
To hold the balance equal, and allow 

The few ſad moments of remaining life 

To Retroſpection uſeful! Make my End, 

As my firſt wiſh (thou know'® the heart) has been, 
To make my whole of Being to my Friends, 

My fellow-pilgrims thro' this world of woe, 


Inſtructive Oh could I conduct but one, 


One only with me, to our Canaan's rt; 


Ho could I meet my fate, nor think it hard! 


Not think it hard Burſt into tears, my Soul ; 
Guſn every pore of my diſtracted frame, 


2 Guſh into drops of blood! Eut ue; ſave one, 
Or guide to Canann's reſt w hen all thy Views 


In better days were dedicate alone 
To guide, perſuade to that celeſtial ref? 
Souls, which have liſtened with Devotion's ear 


Jo Sion's ſongs enchanting from thy lips, 


And OW ſweet of 7e/u's pardoning Love! 


But one, ſave one „ what a Reft is this! 


ol. what a Sabbath in this dungeon's gloom, 


B 2 | This 


4. THOUGHTS IN PRISON» Week I. 


This priſon-houſe, meet emblem of the realm 
Reſerv'd for the ungodly ! Hark, methinks = 
[ hear the cheerful melody of Praiſe 
| And penitential Sweetneſs *! *Tis the ſound, I 
The well-known ſound, to which my Soul, attun'd | 
For year ſucceeding year, hath hearken'd glad, 
And ſtill with freſh delight: while all my powers | 
In bleſt employ, have preſt the ſaving truths 
Of Grace Divine, and Faith's all-conquering might, 
On the ſure Rock of A ges grounded firm. 4 
l hut out, 

T hoſe hours are gone! and here, from Heaven 
And heavenly works like theſe, on this lov'd + 2 
Reft of my Go, I only hear around | 
The difmal clang of chains; the hoarſe rough ſhout i 


rey 


Of diſſonant Imprecation ; and the cry 

Of Miſery and Vice, in fearful din 
Impetuous mingled ; while my frighted mind 
Shrinks back in horror! while the ſcalding tears 


involuntary ſtarting, furrow down I 
My fickly cheeks ; and whirling thought confus'd 1 


For giddy moments, ſcarce allows to know . 
Or where, or who, or what a Wretch I am! 


Not know ?- Alas ! too well it ſtrikes my heart, 
Emphatical it ſpeaks; while dungeons, chains, 


% * 


* Referring more immediately to the Duty of the 
Magdalen Cape. 5 | | | And 
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Week I. THOUGHTS IN PRISON, | 5 


And bars and bolts proclaim the mournful truth ; 


Ah what a Wretch thou art! How ſunk, how fallen, 


« * From what high ſtate of bliſs, into what woe!“ 
Fallen from the topmoſt bough that plays in air 
Een of the talleſt cedar ; where aloft _ 
Proud Happineſs her towering eyrie built; 
Built, as I dreamt, for ages. Idle dream ! 

And yet, amongſt the millions of mankind, 

Who ep like me; how few, like me deceiv'd, 
Do not t indulge the ſame fan:aſtic dream! 


Sire me the Angel J Claijon Let me ſound, 
Loud as the blaſt which ſhall awake the dead ; ; 
Oh let me ſound, and call the ſlumberers forth 
To view the viſion, which deluſive charms ; 

To ſhake the potent incantation off; 

Or ere it burſt in ruin on Heir Souls, 

As it has burſt on ie. Not on my Saul! 
Retract the dread idea: Righteous Gop! 

Not on my Sour ! Oh Thou art gracious all, 
And with an eye of pity from thy Throne 

Of Majeſty Supernal, Thou behold'ſt 

The creatures of thy hand, thy feeble ſons, 
Strugghing with Sin, wrth Satan and the World, 
Their {worn and deadly toes : and, OY telt 


*-M14TON.; Par. * 5 5 540. : 
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6 THOUGHTS IN PRISON. Week I. 


In human fleſh the trials of our kind, 


1 N how to aid the TRIED! 


Rock of my hope! the raſh, raſh aro forgiy C3 


Safe is my SOUL ; nor can it know one fear, 


| Grounded on Thee Unchangeable ! Thee firſt, 
Thee laſt, great Cleanſer of all human fin! 


But, tho? ſecure the veſſel rides in port, -©- 
Held firm by Faith's ftrong anchor, — well it ſuits 


_ The mariner to think, by what ftrange means 
*Fhro? perils unconceivable he paſs'd ; 


Thro' rocks, ſands, pirates, ſtorms, 4 boiſterous 
And happily obtain'd that port at laſt, {waves, 


Ox Tatsz my thoughts are bent: nor deem it 


: Miniſtring Angels! whoſe benignant talk. [wrong, 


Aſſign'd by Heav'n, is to conſole Diſtreſs, 
And hold up human hearts amidft the toil 

Of human woe * !—Bleft Spirits, who delight 
In ſweet, ſubmiſſive Reſignation's ſmile, 

To that high Will you know for ever right ;— 
Deem it not wrong, that with a weeping eye, 


Deem it not wrong, that with a bleeding heart, 
I dwell awhile, —unworthieft of my race,— 


* Sce Plaim xXxiv. 5, Heb. i. 1 
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Week I. THOUGHTS IN PRISON. _ - 


On thoſe black rocks, thoſe quick-ſands, waves and 


Which in a ſea of trouble have engulph'd I ftorms, 
All, all my earthly comforts ; and have left 
Me, a poor naked, ſhipwreck'd, ſuffering wretch 
On this bleak ſhore, in this confinement drear ; 


At /ight of which, in better days, my Sou] 
Hath ſtarted back with horror! while my Friend, | 


My boſom-partner in each hour of pain, 
With antidotes preventive kindly arm'd, 


Trembling for my lov'd health; when chriſtian calls, 


And zeal for others welfare, haply brought 
My ſteps attendant on this Den of Death ! 
Oh diſmal change! Now, not in friendly ſort. 
A chriſtian Viſitor, to pour the balm 
Of chriſtian comfort in ſome wretch's ear, — 


I am that Wretch myſelf! and want, much Want, 


The chriſtian conſolation I beftow'd ; 

So cheerfully beſtow'd ! want, want, my Gov, 
From Thee the mercy, from my fellow-man 
Thelenient mercy, which, great Judge of Hearts, 
To Thee I make the ſolemn, fad appeal— 

That mercy, which Thou know t my gladſome {out 
Lver fprang forth with tranſport to impart! 


Why then, myſterious Providence! purſued. 


With ſuch unfeeling ardour ? why purſued 
To deatlrs dread bourn, by men to me unknown * 1 


B 4 1 Why— 


| 


8 THOUGHTS IN PRISON, Week I. 


Why—Stop the deep queſtion; it o'erwhelmsmyſoul; 


It reels, it ſtaggers! Earth turns round my brain 


Whirls in confuſion ! my impetuous heart 


Throbs with pulſations not to be reftrain'd : I 
Why! ?—where ?—Oh CuzsTERFIELD! my ſon, 


{my ſon 
Nay, talk not of compoſure ! T had thought 
In olden time, that my weak heart was ſoft, 
And Pity's ſelf might break 1t.—I had thought 


That marble-eyed Severity would crack 
The lender nerves which guide my reins of ſenſe, 
And give me up to madneſs, Tis not ſo: 


My heart is callous, and my nerves are tough: 


It will not break; they will not crack; or elſe 
What more, juſt Heaven ! was wanting to the deed, 


Than to behold—Oh that eternal Night 

Had in that moment ſcreen'd me from myſelf.— 
My STANHoPE to behold, whoſe filial ear 

Drank pleas'd the lore of wiſdom from my tongue, 


My STaNnoes to behold !—Ah piercing fight ! 


F orget it tis diſtraction : Speak who can! 


But, I am loſt! a criminal adjudg'd 


A guilty miſcreant !—Canſt thou think, my Friend, 
Oh BurLER,— midſt a million faithful found !— 


Oh canſt thou think, who know ſt, who long haſt 
known 


* My inmoſt ſoul; oh canſt thou think that life, 


F. rom 


Week J. xruovekrs IN PRISON. * 


From ſuch rude outrage for a moment ſav'd, 
And ſav'd almoſt by miracle“, deſerves 


Tt can—it t muſt! That miracle alone 
To life gives conſequence. Oh deem it not 
Preſumptuous, that my grateful ſoul thus rates 
The preſent high deliverance it hath found ;— 
Sole effort of thy wiſdom, Sovereign Power, 
Without whoſe knowledge not a ſparrow falls! 
Oh may I ceaſe to live, ere ceaſe to bleſs _ 
That interpoſing Hand, which turn'd afide,— 
* Nay, to my life and preſervation turn'd 
che fatal blow precipitate, ordain'd 
; 4 To level all my little hopes in duft, 
And give me to the grave! Rather, my hand, 
Forget thy cunning! Rather ſhall my tongue 
In gloomy filence bury every note | 
Jo my glad heart reſpondent, than I ceaſe 
Io dedicate to Him who ſpar'd my life, [lend 
Each breath, each power, while Hz vouchſafes to 
Ine precious boon!—To Hi be all its praiſe! 
: To Him be all its ſervice ! Long or ſhort, 


nw. Referring to the caſe tre for the ſolemn deciſion of 
ehe twelve Judges: and which gave the priſoner a much 


1 ons Paper for Feb. 1777. | 
15 The 


2 longer ſpace than his moſt ſanguine friends could have ex- 
pected, from the complexion of the Proceſs, See the Se. 
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10 THOUGHTS IN PRISON. Week I. 


The gift's the ſame : to live d Be i him, 

Is gain ſuſticient, everlaſting g gain: 

And may that gain be mine! —I live, I live! 

Ye hours, ye minutes, bounty of Its grace, 
Fleet not away without improvement due: 

Rich on your wings bear Peritence and Prayer 
To Heaven's all-clement Ruler; and to Mar 
Bear all the Retribution Man can make! 

Ve precious hours, ye moments ſnatch'd from death, 
Replete with incenie riſe; that my cheer'd ſoul, 
When comes the ſolemn call, may ſpring away, 
Delighted, to the boſom of its God! | 


Who ſhall condemn the truſt — Proud Rational: 
(That deep in Speculation's wildering maze 
Be-muſe themſelves with error, and confound 
The Laws of Men, of Nature, and of Heaven} 
Preſumptuous in their wiſdom, dare dethrone 
Even from his works the Maker ; and contend, 

That he who form'd-it governs not the World : 
While, ſteep'd in Senſe's Leihe, Sons of Earth 
From the World's partial picture gaily draw 
Their mad concluiions. Bold, broad-ſtaring Vice, 
Lull'd on the lap of every mundane bliſs, 

At meek-ey ed Virtve's patient ſuffering ſcoffs, 
And dares with dauntleſs inſolence the Gop 
Regardleſs of his votaries! Vain and blind! 
Al ike thro' W dom or thro” Folly blind 
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Week I. THOUGHTS IN PRISON, 11 


1 Whoſe dim contracted view the petty round, 
I The mere horizon of the preſent hour 

In darkneſs terminates! Oh could I ope 

. The golden portals of eternal day; 


| 
Pour on your fight the congregated blaze | 
| | Of light, of wifdom, burſting from the throne. | 


Of Univertd Glory; on the round, 

The boundleſs cycle of Ilis moral plan, 

Who, hid in clouds, terrific Maſter fits 

| 3 Oft ſubje&t Men and Worlds; and ſees at once 

ne ample ſcene of Preſent, Future, Paſt, 3 
All naked to his eye of Flame: —all rang'd 

in harmony complete, to work His will, 


And finiſh with the plaudit of the Skies! 


But,—while this whelming blazon may not burſt 
On the weak eyes of mortals; while confin'd 
2 Thro' dark dim glaſs, with dark dim fight to look 
4 All trembling to the Future, and collect 
Ihe ſcatter'd rays of Wiſdom; while referr'd | 
Our infant Reaſon to the guiding hand | 
| : Of Faith ſtrong- eyed, which never quits the view g 
>, 4 Of Jes us, her great Pole-ſtar; from whoſe Word, 
4 Irradiate with the luſtre of his love, 


I She learns the mighty Maſter to explore 

1 In all his works; and from the meaneſt taught | 

5 | Pchold: the God, the Father corn ye not, 
1 My | 
le 2 


e THOUGHTS IN PRISON, Week 


My plow ilar, fellow-heirs of Death, 


And, oh triumphant thought !—my fellow-heirs 
Of life immortal ;z—if, not ſold to Senſe, 


And Infidelity's black cauſe, you caft 


| Ungracious from yourſelves the proffer'd boon : 
hen ſcorn not, oh my friends, when Heaven 


vouchſafes HE 
To teach by meaneſt objeRs, reptiles, birds, 
Jo take one leſſon from a Harm like me! 


Proof of a gracious Providence I live ;— 


TS Him be all the glory! Of his care 


Paternal, his ſupporting ſignal love, 
I live each hour an argument. Away, 


The ſyſtematic dullneſs of diſpute ! 


Away, each doating reaſoner !—T feel, 

Feel in my inmoſt heart the conſcious ſenſe, 
The grateful preſſure of diftinguiſh'd Grace, 
And live, and only with for life to praiſe it! [- 


For ſay, my ſoul,—nor mid this ſilence ſad, 
This midnight, aweful, melancholy gloom, 


Nor in this ſolemn moment of account 
Twixt thee and Heaven, —when on his altar lies 


A facrifice thy naked, bleeding heart ! 
Say, nor, ſelf-flattering, to thy conſcience hold 
1 be mirror of Deceit ;—could'| thou have weren 
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Week J. THOUGHTS IN PRISON; 13 


Thy nerves, thy head, thy heart, thy frame, thy ſenſe, 


Sufficient to ſuſtain the ſudden ſhock, 

Rude as a burſting earthquake, which at once 
Toppled the happy edifice adown, 

Whelm'd thee and thine beneath its ruinous craſh, 
And buried all in ſorrow ?—Torn away 


Impetuous from thy Home, thy much-lov'd Home, 


Without one moment to reflection giv'n! 

By ſoothing, ſolemn promiſe led to place 
Ingenuous all thy confidence of life 

tn Men, aſſuming gentle Pity's guiſe! 

Vain confidence, in aught beneath the Sun! 


Behold the Hour, the dreadful Hour arriv'd : 


The Priſon opes its ruthleſs gates upon thee ! 


Oh Horror ! But what's this, this freſh attack ? 


Tis ſhe, tis ſhe ! my weeping, fainting WIE! 
And haſt Thou, faithful, found me? Has thy love 
« Thus burſt thro” every barrier ?—Haſt thou trac d 

„ —Depreſt in health, and timid as thou art 
At midnight trae'd the deſolate wild ſtreets; 
Ihus in a Priſon's gloom to throw thy arms 
« Of conjugal endearment round the neck 
Of thy loſt Huſband ?—Fate, exact thy worſt ; 
„The bitterneſs is paſt.” Idea vain ! 
To tenfold bitterneſs drench'd in my deep cup 
Of gall, the morning riſes ! Statue like, 

| | Inanimate, 
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14 THOUGHTS IN PRISON. © Week], 


Inanimate, half dead, and fainting half, 
To and a ſpectacle l the Prætor ſtern 
Denying to my pleading tears one pang 
Of human ſympathy! Conducted forth, 
Amidſt th' unfeeling populace; purſued 
Like ſome poor deer, which from the hunter's aim 
Hath ta'en its deadly hurt; and glad to find 
Panting with woe, my refuge in a Gaol! 

Can Miſery ftretch more tight the torturing cord? 


* 


But hence this ſoftneſs! Wherefore thus lament 
Theſe petty, poor eſcutcheons of thy tate, 
When les—all worthy of thyſelf and Lite, 
Cold in the hearſe of Ruin ?-—Rather turn 
Grateful thine eyes, and raiſe, tho' red with tears, 
To His high throne, who looks on thy diſtreſs 
With fatherly compaſſion; kindly throws 
Sweet Comfort's mixture in thy cup; and ſoothes 
With Gilead's balm thy death-wound, Hp it is, 
| Who, midſt the ſhock diſrupting, holds in health 
Thy ſhatter'd frame, and keeps thy Reaſon clear; 


* 


He, He it is, whoſe pitying power ſupports 
Thy humbled ſoul, deep humbled in the duſt, 
Beneath the ſenſe of guilt ; the mournful ſenſe 
Of deep tranſgreſſion *gainſt thy fellow-men, 
Of fad offence 'gainſt Him, thy Father- Gov; 
Who, laviſh in his bounties, woo'd thy heart 
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Week J. THOUGHTS IN PRISON» ""Y 


With each paternal bleſſing ;—ah ingrate, 
And worthleſs! Yet—(His mercies who can count, 


Or truly ſpeak his praiſe ?) — Vet thro? this gloom 
Of ſelf. conviction lowly He vouchſafes 


To dart a ray of comfort, like the Sun's 
All-cheering thro' a ſummer” s-evening ſhow er! 
Arch'd in his gorgeous ſky, I view the Boæu, 

Of Grace fix d emblem! Tis that Grace alone 
Which gives my foul its firmneſs; builds my hope 
Beyond the grave and bids me ſpurn the earth! 


Firſt of all bleſſings, hail! Vet THov, from whom 


Both firſt and laſt, both great and ſmall proceed; 
Exhauſtleſs Source of every good to Man, 
Accept for all, the tribute of my praiſe ; 


For all are thine !—Thine the ingenuous F, leude, 


Who ſolace with compaſſion ſweet my woe; 
Mingle with mine their ſympathetic tears; 
Inceſſant and diſintereſted toil 


To work my weal ; and, delicately kind, 


Watch every Lakes ſenſibility 


That lives about my ſoul. Oh, more than F riends, 


In tenderneſs my Children /—Thine are too 
The very Keepers of the rugged Jail, 

Ill ſchool to learn Humanity's ſoft lore !— 
Yet here Humanity their duty pays, 
Reſpectably affecting! Whilſt they tend 
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16 THOUGHTS IN PRISON, Week . 


My little wants, officious in their zeal, 

They turn away, and fain would hide the tear 
'That guſhes all unbidden to their eye, 
And ſanRtifies their fervice.—On their heads 
Thy bleſſing, LoRD OF Bov: NTV | 
But, of all, 

All thy 3 comforts in this drear diſtreſs, 
Gop of our firſt young love! Thine is the WI, 
Who with afiiduous care, from night to morn, 
From morn to night, watehes my every need; 
And, as in brighteſt days of peace and joy, 
Smiles on my anguiſh, while her own poor breaſt 

Js full almoſt to burſting! Proſtrate, LoR D/ 
| Before thy footſtool T HO u, whoſe higheſt ſtyl⸗ 
On Earth, in Heaven, is Love /—Trov, who haft 
Thro' human hearts the tender charities, breath d 
The ſocial fond affections which unite 
In bonds of ſweeteſt amity thoſe hearts, 

And guide to every good! I Hou, whoſe kind eve 


Complacent muſt behold the rich, ripe fruit, 

Mo ature and mellow'd on the generous ſtock 

Of thy own careful planting !—Low on earth, 
And mingled with my native duſt, I cry ; 

With all the Haſband's anxious fondneſs cry ; 
With all the Friend's ſolicitude and truth; 

With all the Teacher's fervour; “ Gop or Lovz, 


Vouchſafe thy choiceſt comforts on her head ! 
| | Be 


: «« Be thine my fate's deciſion: To thy Win 
With Angel- reſignation, lo! we bend!“ 

1 [dull ears 
[4 Bur hark! what ſound, wounding the Night's 
2 Burſts ſudden on my ſenſe, and makes more horrible 
Theſe midnight horrors? —'Tis the W Bell, 
Alarum to the Priſoners of Death“ 

> Hark! what a groan, reſponſive from the Cells 
Of Condemnation, calls upon my heart, 

My thrilling heart, for interceſſion ſtrong, 

And pleadings in the Sufferer's behalf — 

My Fellzw-Sufferers, and my Felloæu-Men 
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And veil thy face of ſorrow! Lonely hours 

Soon will return thee to thy midnight taſk, 

For much remains to ſing ; ſad themes, unſung, 

As deem'd perchance too mournful;—yet, what elſe 

Than themes like theſe can ſuit a Muſe like mine! 

And might it be, that while ingenuous woe 

 Bleeds thro* my verſe; while the ſucceeding page 
Weaving with my ſad tory the detail 

Of Crimes, of Puniſhments, of Priſons drear, 
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* This alludes to a very ſtriking and awful circum- 

ſtance. The Bellman of St. Sepulchre's, near the Priſon, 

is by long and pious cuſtom appointed to announce at Mid- 

4 night to the condemned Criminals in their Cells, That the 
| Hour of Retr Departure is at Hand ! 
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Week K. THOUGHTS IN PRISON, | 17 


Ceaſe then awhile the ſtrain, my plaintive Soul, 
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8 THOUGHTS IN PRISON. Week J. 


Of preſent Life and future, — ſad difcourſe 
And ſerious. ſhall contain; Oh might it be, 
That human hearts may liſten and improve! 

Oh might it be, that benefit to Son's 
Flow from the weeping tablet : tho' the Maz 
In torture die, the Painter ſhall rejoice! 


Sunday, March 2, 1777. 
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THOUGHTS IN PRISON: 
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SUNDAY, MARE 2, 1777. 


WEEK THE SECOND. 
THE RETROSPECT. 


I, not that thou goeſt hence—ſweet droop- 
ing flower, [quitt'n 


Surcharg' d with Sorrow's dew!—Not that thu 
This pent and feveriſh gloom; which beams with 


light, 
With health, with comfort, by thy preſence cheer'd, 
Companion of my lite, and of my woes 


Bleſt ſoother ! Not chat thou goeſt hence to drink 


A purer air, and gather from the breath 


Of balmy Spring new ſuccour, to recruit 
Thy waning health, and aid hee to ſuſtain, 
With more than manly fortitude, thy own 


C2 | And 


20 THOVGHTS IN PRISON, Week IL. 


And my afflitive Trials! Not that here, 

Amidft the glories of this genial day, 
Immur'd, thro' iron bars I peep at Heaven, 

With dim, lack- luſtre eye !—Oh, ttis not his 
That drivesthe poiſon'd point of torturous Thought 
Deep to my ſpring of life! It is not this 

That proſtrate lays me weeping in the duſt, 

And draws in ſobs the life- blood from my heart! 


Well could I bear thy Abſence: well, full well 5 
Tho" Angel-comforts in thy converſe ſmile, 
And make my dungeon Paradiſe !—Full well 
Could I ſuſtain thro' iron bars to view 
The golden Sun, in bridegroom-majeſty 
Taking benignant Nature to his love, 

And decking her with bounties ! Well, very well 
Could I forego the delicate delight 
Of: ing Nature's germens, as they bud; 

Oft viewing Spring's firſt children, as they riſe 
In innocent ſweetneſs, o beneath the thorn 
In rural privacy; or on gay parterre 


More artful, leſs enchanting !—Well, very wel | 
Could I forego to liſten, —in this houſe = 
Of unremitted din,—and nought complain; 
: To liſten, as I oft have ſtood with Thee 
Liſtening in fond endearment to the voice 
Of Stock- dove, thro' the ſilence of the wood 
Hoarſe 
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Hoarſe murmuring: Well, oh could I forego 
Theſe innocent, tho! exquiſite delights, 

Still new, and to my. boſom Kill attuned 

In moral, mental melody Sweet Syxrinc?! 
Well could I bear this ſad exile from Thee, 

Nor drop one tear reluctant: for my ſoul, 
Strong to ſuperior feelings, ſoars aloft. 

To eminence of miſery |—Conkn'd. 

On this bleſs'd day—the SABBATH oF MY God! 
Not from his Houſe alone, not from the power 
Of joyful worſhip with aſſembling Crouds“, 
But from the labours once ſo amply mine, 
The labours of his love. Now, laid aſide, 
Cover'd my head with ignominious duſt, 


My voice is ſtopp'd! and, had I even the power, 
Strong ſhame, and ſtronger grief would to that voice 


Forbid all utterance !—Ah,.thrice hapleſs voice, 
By Heaven's own finger all indulgent tuned 
To touch the heart, and win th' attentive ſoul 
To love of Truth Divine : how uſeleſs now, 
How diſſonant, unſtrung.!—Like Salem's harps,, 
Once fraught with richeſt harmony of praiſe, 
Hung in ſad filence by Exphrates' ſtream, , 

Upon the mournful willows ! "There they wept, 


Thy captive People wept O Goplhen Thought: 


To bitter memory recall'd the longs 


* See Pſalm Ixxxiv. 
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In cheerful muſic mounting to the praiſe 

Of Sion's King of Glory Oh the joy 
Tranſcendant, of petitions wing'd aloft 
With fervour irreſiſtible from throngs 


For all to TH EE, as do the Servants' eyes 


The waking dream, which in oblivion get | 
Lulls thy oferlabour'd ſenſe!) methinks, convey'd 


- So lov'd, fo truly honour'd ! There we'll mix 


22 THOUGHTS IN PRISON, Week IT. 


The dulcet ſongs of Sion! Oh bleſt ſongs, 
Tranſporting chorus of united hearts, 


Aſſembled in thy earthly Courts, dread King : 
Of ail-dependant Nature !—looking up 


Up to their foſtering Maſter ! Joy of joys, 
Amidf ſuch throng'd afſemblies to ſtand forth, 
'To blow the Silver Trumpet of thy Grace ; 

The gladſome year of Jubilee to proclaim, 

And offer to the aching Sinner's heart 
RepeMyrtIoN's healing mercies! And methinks 
(—Indulge the pleaſing reverie, my ſoul! _ 


To Ham's lov'd ſhades, dear favourite ſhades, by 
And pure Religion ſantified, —T hear Peace 
The tuneful bells their hallow'd meſſage ſound 
To Chriſtian hearts ſymphonious! Circling Time 
Once more hath happily brought round the day, 
Which calls us to the Temple of our Gop: 

Then let us haſte, in decent neatneſs clad, 
My cheerful little Houſehold, to his Courts, 
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Week n. THOUCHTS IN PRISON, 23 


In meek, ingenuous Deprecation's cry ; 
There we'll unite in full Thankſgiving 's choir, 
And all the rich melodiouſneſs of praiſe, 


I feel, I feel the rapture! Dawid's harp 
Concordant with a thouſand voices ſounds: 
Prayer mounts exulting: Man aſcends the ſkies 
On wings of Angel- fervour! Holy writ 
Or ſpeaks the e en of Jr HovAn's power, 
Or tells, in more than mortal majeſty, 


The greater wonders of his Love % Man / 


Proofs of that love, fee where the myſtick Signs, 
High emblems of unutterable Grace, 
Confirm to Man the zeal of Heaven to fave, 


And call to Gratitude's beſt office! 


In all thy ſacred inſtitutions, Lonp, 
Tay SABBATHS with peculiar wiſdom ſuine; 
Firſt and high argument, Creation done, 

Of thy benign ſolicitude for Man, 

Thy chiefeſt, favourite creature. Time is thine: 
How juſt to claim a part, who giv'ſt the whole! 
Bat oh, how gracious, to aſſign that part 
To Man's ſupreme behoof, his ſoul's beſt 800d; ; 
His mortal and his mental benefit; 

His body 8 genial comfort! Savage elſe, 


C + Untaught, 
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24 THOUGHTS IN PRISON» Week IL, 


Untaught, undiſciplin'd, in ſhaggy pride 
He'd rov'd the wild, amidft the brutes a brute 
Ferocious; to the ſoft civilities 

Of cultivated life, Religion, Truth, 


A barbarous ſtranger. To thy Saobaths then 
All hail, wiſe Leg///ator ! "Tis to theſe 


We owe at once the memory of thy works, 
Thy mighty works of Nature and of Grace; 


Ve owe divine RELIGION; and to theſe 
The decent comelineſs of Social Lite. 


Revere, ye earth] y Magiſtrates, who wield [plan 
The Sword of Heaven, —the wiſdom of Heaven's 


And ſanctify the Sab, of your God! 


Religion“ ALL: With that or ſtands or falls 


Your Country's weal ! but where ſhall ſhe obtain 
ELI, fainted Pilgrim, —ſhelter ſafe, 
Or honourable greeting ;—thro' the land, 


If led by high and low, in giddy dance, 


Mad Profanation on the ſacred day 
Of God's appointed reſt, her revel- rout 


Inſulting heads, and leaves the Temple void? 
—Uh, my lov'd Country! oh, ye thoughtleſs Great, 
Intoxicate with draughts, that opium-like 
For tranſient moments ſtupefy the mind, 
To wake in horrors, and confuſion wild! 

5 But 
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Week II. THOUGHT: IN PRISON 25 © 


But ſoft, and hain thyſelf! "Tis not for Thee, 


Poor Deftitute! thus groveling in.the duſt 


Of ſelf-annithilation, to aſſume | 
The Cenſor's office, and reprove mankind. 
Ah me,—thy day of duty is declin'd ! 
Thou, rather, to the quick probe thine own wounds; 1 
And plead for mercy at the Tudgement-ſeat, 
Where Conſcience imites thee for th offence deplor d. 
Vet not preſumptuous deem it, Arbiter [gloom 
Of human thoughts, that through the long, long 
Of multiplied tranſgreſſions, I behold 
Complacent ſmiling on my ſickening Soul, 


„Delight in thy lov'd Sabbaths {” Well Thou 


know 'ft— Es [ſound | 
For Thou Koo? ſt all things, chat the cheerful. 


Of that bleſt day's return, for circling weeks, 


For months, for years, for more than thrice ſeven: 
Was muſic to my heart! My feet rejoic'd [years, 5 
To bear me to thy Temples, haply fraught. 

; With Comfort s tidings ; with thy Goſpel's truth, 
4 The Goſpel of thy Peace! Oh, well Thou know'ſt, 
Who knoweſt all things, with what welcome toil, 
What pleaſing aſſiduity I ſearch'd 


Thy heavenly Word, to learn thy heavenly Will; 


| That faithful I might miniſter its truth, 


And of the high Commillion nought keep back 
pes. Os PR 


26 THOUGHTS IN PRISON; Week IT. 


From the great Congregation *! Well thou know'f, 

Sole, ſacred witneſs of my private hours, — 
How copiouſly I bath'd with pleading tears, 

How earneftly in prayer conſign'd to Thee 

The humble efforts of my trembling pen ; 

My beſt, weak efforts in my Maſter's cauſe; 

_ Weak as the feather 'gainſt the giant's ſhield, 

Light as tbe goſmer floating on the wind, 

Without thy aid omnipotent! Thou know'ſt, 

How, anxious to improve in every grace, 

That beſt to Man's attention might commend 

1h important meſſage, ſtudious I applied 

My feeble talents to the holy art 

Of ſuaſive Elocution ; emulous 

Of every acquiſition which might clothe 

In puret dignity the pureſt work, 

The firſt, the higheſt office man can bear; 

« 'The MkssENGER Or Gop!” And well Thou 

know'ſt, 

For all the avork, as all the ak} is Thine— 

What ſweet ſucceſs accompanied the toil : 

What harveſts bleſs'd the ſeed-time ! W Ell Thou 

| know'ft, 5 
With what triumphant g galdneſs my rapt Soul 
Wrought in the vineyard ! how it thankful bore 


Pſalm xl. ver, 10. 


The 
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Week II. THOUGHTS IN PRISON, 27 


The noon-day's heat, the evening's chilly froſt, 
Exulting in its much-loved Mafter's cauſe 
To ſpend, and ta be ſpent ! and bring it home 
From triple labours of the well-toil'd day, 

A body by fatigue o'erborne ; a mind 

Replete with glad emotions to its Gop! 


Ah, my lov'd Houſehold ! ah, my little round 
Of ſocial Friends! well do ye bear in mind _ 
Thoſe pleaſing evenings, when, on my return, 
Much-wiſh'd return—Serenity the mild, 

And Cheerfulneſs the innocent, with me 

Enter'd the happy dwelling! Thou, my Exxsr, 
Ingenuous Youth ! whoſe early ſpring beſpoke 
Thy ſummer, as it is, with richeſt crops _ 


 Luxuriant waving ; gentle Youth, canſt Thou 


Thoſe welcome hours forget? Or Tu = hrt! 
—How ſhall J utter from my beating heart 
Thy name, ſo muſical, ſo heavenly ſweet 


Once to theſe ears diſtracted l- SrAN HOPE, ſay, 
Canſt THow forget thoſe hours, when, cloth'd in 


ſmiles 
Of fond reſpet, Thou and thy Friend have 
toe | 
Whoſe little hands ſhould readieſt ſupply 1 8 


My willing wants; officious in your zeal 


To 
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23 THOUGHTS IN PRISON«. Week II. 


To make the Sobbarh-eventngs, like the day, 
A ſcene of ſweet compoſure to my Soul“! 


Oh happy Sabbarths! Oh oped Soul's deligbt! 
Oh days of matchleſs mercy ! matchleſs praiſe ! 


Gone, gone, for ever gone! How dreadful ſpent 
Uſeleſs, in tears, and groans, and bitter woe, 
In this wild place of horrors + !—Oh, return, 


Ye happy Sabbaths./—or. to that lov'd reaim 


Diſmiſs me, Father of Compaſſions, where 


Reigns one eternal Sabbath! Tho' my voice, 
Feeble at beſt, be damp'd, and cannot ſoar 


. To ſtrains ſublime, beneath the ſorrowing ſenſe 


Of bale Ingratitude to thee, my Gov, 


My Father, Benefactor, Saviour, Friend ;— 


Yet, in that realm of reft, twill quickly catch 
Saen harmony ! 'twill quickly rife 


*: Good-Friday, Ea, ger , &c. once ſo peculiarly bappy— | * 
yet how paſt here What a lad want of the Spirit of Ker 
formation! | f 


+ Boethius has a Reflection highly applicable to the ſenſe IM © 
{© Nec inficiari poſſum proſperitats Þ #6 


of our Author: 
mez velociſſimum curſum. Sed hoc eſt, quod recolentem 8 


me vehementius coquit. Nam in omni adverſitate Fortunæ, 


infeliciſimum Genus eſt Infortunii, ſuiſſe felicem.“ De Cou- 
ſol. L. 2. Proſ. 4. 


Even 


Week II. xTROUOGCHTS IN PRISON. 29 


Even from Humility's weak, trembling touch * | 
{ Riſe with the glowing Seraph in the choir, 
N And ſtrive to be the loudeft i in thy res 


| To 00 ſoaring thought! ! that, in a moment ſunk 
| By fad reflection, and convicting guilt, 
Falls proftrate on the earth. — So, pois'd in air, 
And warbling his wild notes about the clouds, 
Almoſt beyond the ken of human fight; _ 
| Clapp'd to his fide his plumy ſteerage, down 
Drops — inſtantaneous drops the filent Lark! 
How ſhall I mount to Heaven? how join the choix 
| Celeſtial of bright Seraphim? Depreſt 
| Beneath the burden of a thouſand fins, 
On what bleſt dove-like wing ſhall I ariſe, 
| And fly to the wiſh" d reft ? 


Of counket free, 
Some to my aching heart, with kind j intent, 
Offer the poiſonous balſam of de/ert ; 
id me take comfort from the cheering view 
„Of deeds benevolent, and active life 
s ** Spent for the weal of others! Syren- ſongs, 
m Soon huſh'd by howlings of ſevere Rx ROACH, 
Unfeeling, uncompaſſionate, and rude, 
Which o'er my body, panting on the earth, 
en] Wich wounds incurable inſulting whirls 
Her iron ſcourge: accumulates each ll 


)11” 


That 
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30 THOUGHTS IN PRISON, Week II. 


That can to Man's beſt fame damnation add: 


Spies not one mark of white throughout my liſe ; 


Ard, groaning o'er my ar guiſh, to Deſpair, 


As my ſole, ſad reſource, indignant points ! 


But not from Nu, —ah cruel, callous Foes, 
Thus to exult, and preſs a fallen Man !— 
Nor even from Yo, tho' kind, miſtaken Friends, 
Admit we counſel here. Too deep the Rake, 
Too awful the inquiry—how the Soul 


May ſmile at Death, and meet its God in peace 


To reſt the anſwer on uncertain Man! 


Alike above your friendſhip or your hate, 


Here, here 7 tour triumphant! and behold 


At once conhim'd ſecurity and joy, 


Beyond the reach of mortal hand to ſhake, 


Cr for a moment cloud, —Hall, bleeding Lewe! 


In thy humiliation deep and dread, 
Divine PEilanthropiſt, my ranſom'd ſoul 


| Beholds its triumph, and avows 1ts cure! 
Its perfect, free ſalvation! Knows or feels 


No merit, no dependance, but thy Faith, 
Thy Hope and Love conſummate ! All abjures; 
Caits all, —each care, each burden, at the foot 
Cf thy victorious Croſs : Its heart and life 
One wiſh, one word uniting—ever may 

Tbet with and word in me, Bleſt Leb. veitre 1— 
« Uheyer may in me Ihy will be done!“ 


Ll 
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Week II. THOUGHTS IN PRISON. 31. 


Firm and unſhaken, as old Sior's Hill, 


Remains this ſure Foundation: Who on n 


The Corner-Stone, build faituful, build ſecure 
3 is theirs. Ihen talk no more, 


Ve airy, vague, fantaltic Reaſoners, 


Of the light ſtubble, crackling in the fire 
Of God's inveii: cation ; of the chait 
Diſpers'd and floating ſore the ſlighteſt wind,. 
The chaff of human merit. Gracious Gop! 
What pride, wat contradiction in the terin ! 


Shall Man, vain Man, dreſt in a little power 


Deriv'd from Nature? s Author ; and that power 
Holding, an humble tenant, at the will 

Of Him who freely gave it; Eis high will, 
The dread Supreme Diſpoſer: Shall poor Man, 
A begear indigent and vile, —enrich'd 


With every precious faculty of ſoul, 


Of Reaſon, intellect; with every gift 

Of animal life luxuriant- from the ſtore 

Of unexhauſted bounty; ſail be turn 

bat bounty to abuſe ? laviſh deſy 

The Giver with his gifts, —a rebel baſe! 

And yet, preſumprtuous, arrogant, deceived, 
Aſſume a pee for actions not his ] n; 

Or boaſt of merit, when his All's for Gop, 
And he that Al} has ſquander'd! Purck Saints, 
Brighteſt Archangeis, in the choir of Heaven, 


Ful. ing 


32 THOUGHTS iN PRISON. Wees II. 


| Fulfilling all complete his Holy Will, 


Who plac'd them high in glory as they ſtand; 2 
Fulfil but Duty / Nay, as owing more 2 
From love's ſupreme diſtinction, readier veil 2 


Their radiant faces with their golden plumes ; 
And fall more humbled fore the Throne they hymr. 
With gratitude ſuperior. Could bold Pride 
One Moment whiſper to their lucid ſouls 
Deſeri's intolerable Fo!l y, down | ] 
Like Lucifer, the Morning-ftar, they'd fall = 
From their bright ſtate obſcur'd: Then, proud, | 
poor worm, 
Conceiv'd in fins, ti from thy youth, 
In every point tranſgreſſor of the Law 
Of Righteouſneſs; of MERIT towards Go 
Dream, if thou canſt; or, madman if thou art, 
Stand on that plea for Heav'n,—and be undone ! 


Bleſt be thy tender mercy, God of Grace! 
That 'midſt the terrors of this trying Hour, 
When in this midnight, lonely, priſon-gloom, 
My t inmoſt ſoul hangs naked to thy view; 
When, undiſſembled in the ſearch, I fain 
Would know, explore, and balance every thought 
{For oh, I ſee Eternity's dread Gates 
Expand before me, ſoon perhaps to cloſe !)-- 
Bleft be thy Merey, that, ſubdued to Thee, 


Y 
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Each lofty vain imagination bows; 

Each high idea humbled in the duſt, 

Of ſelf-ſufficient righteouſneſs my Soul 
Diſclaims, abhors, with Reprobation full 


9 The ſlighteſt apprehenſion !—Worthleſs, Lokp, 
Even of the meaneſt Crumb beneath thy Board. 


Bleſt be thy Mercy, that, ſo far from due, 


] T own thy Bounties, manifold and rich, 
Upon my Soul have laid a Debt ſo deep, 
That I can never pay !—And oh! I feel 


Compunction inexpreſlible, to think 
How I have us'd thoſe Bounties ! Sackeloth-lad; 


| And cover'd o'er with aſhes, I deplore 
My utter worthleſſneſs; and trembling own, 


h 


, Thy Wrath and juſt Diſpleaſure well might ſink 


In deeper floods than theſe, that o'er my head 
Roar horrible,—in fiery floods of woe, 
That know nor end nor reſpite! But, my God, 


ble be thy Mercy ever ! Thou'ſt not left 


4 ly Soul to Deſperation's dark diſmay ! 


On Calvary's Hill my mourning eye difcerns 
with Faith's clear view that Hectacle, which wipes 


N Fach tear away, and bids the heart exult! 


There hangs the Lowe of Cd! There hangs of Man | 
bi he Ranſom ; there the Merit ; there the Cure 

pe human Griefs— The Way, the Truth, the Life / 
ö D Oh 
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Oh Thou, for ſin burnt- ſacrifice complete! 


Oh Thou, of holy Life th' exemplar bright! 
Perfection's lucid Mirrour! while to Thee 
Repentance ſcarce dare lift her flowing eyes, 2 
Though in his ſtrong Arms manly Faith ſupports | _ 


The ſelf-convited mourner Let not Love, 
Source of thy matchleſs Mercies, aught delay, 
Like Mary, with Humility's meek hand 

Her precious box of coſtly Nard to pour 
On thy dear Feet : diffuſing thro' the Houſe 
The odour of her Unguents ! Let not Loves, 
Looking with Gratitude's full Eye to Thee, 
Ceaſe with the hallow'd fragrance of her works 
To cheer thy lowlieſt Members ; to refreſh 
Tarts in thy Saints afflicted ! Let not Love 


Ceaſe with each ſpiritual Grace, each Temper mild, 


Fruits of thy Holy Spirit, —to enrich, 

To fill, perfume and ſanRify the Soul, 
Aſſimilate to Thee, ſweet JESU! Thee 
That Soul's immortal Habitant. How bleft, 
How beyond value rich the privilege, _ 
To welcome ſuch a Gueſt! How doubly bleft 
With ſuch a ſignature, —the Royal Stamp 

Of thy Reſemblance, Prince of Righteouſneſs, 


Of Mercy, Peace and Truth! Oh more and more 4 


Transform me to that Image ! More and more, 
Thou New Creation's Author, form, complete 
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In me the Birth divine; the heavenly Mind, 
The Love conſummate, —all.- performing Love, 
Which dwelt in Thee, its Pattern and its Source; 
And is to Man, happy regenerate Man, 

Heaven's ſureſt Foretaſte, and its Earneſt too. 


The thought delights and cheers, tho? not elates: 
Through penſive Meditation's ſable gloom 
It darts a ray of ſoft, well-temper'd light, 
A kind of lunar r. 8 on my Soul, 
Gentle, not dar zIing! Thou, who knoweſt all, 

| Enow'itwell, R gracious Mafter! that my heart 
Attun'd to thy dear Love, howe' er ſeduc'd 
By worldly adulation from its Vows, 
And for a few contemptible, contemn'd 
Unhappy moments faithleſs; well thou know '{t 
That Heart ne'erknew true Peace, but in thy Love 
That Hearthathin thy Love knownthorough Peace“ 
Hath frequent panted for that Love's full growth ; 
And ſought occaſions to diſplay its Warn NU 
x By Deeds of Kindneſs, mild Humanity, 

1 | And pitying Mercy to its Fellow- men! 


0 


1 And Thou haſt pleſt me! and I will re) dice 

That Thou haſt bleſt me ! Thou haſt giv'n my Sou! 
The Luxury of Luxuries, to wipe 

' | The tear from man an eyes to ſtop the Stoa: | 

7 | | | D 2 | Ar 
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At many an aching heart. And Thou wilt wipe 
The tears from mine, and Thou the groan repreſs : 


And Thou—for oh, this beating Heart is thine, 


Fram'd by thy Hand to Pity's quickeſt touch, — 
Thou wilt forgive the Simner ; and beſtow 
Mercy, ſweet Mercy ! which, inſpir'd by Thee, 
He never had the power, and ne'er the Will 

To hold from others, where he could beſtow ! 18 


Shall be not then reſt kapplly ſecure 

Of Mercy, thrice-bleft Mercy from Mankind ? 
Where reſts it ?'—ReSgnation's meck-eyed power 
Suſtain me Rill ! Compoſure Kill be mine: 
Where reſts it Oh myſterious Providence! 
Silence the wild Idea: —I have found 
No Mercy yet; no mild Humanity : 
With cruel unrelenting rigour torn, 
And, loſt in Priſon, wild to all below! 


So from his daily toil returning late 
O'er Gr//ou's rugged mountains, clad in ſnow, 
The Peaſant with aftoniſh'd eyes beholds 
A gaunt Wolf, from the pine-grove howling ruth ! 
Chill horror ſtiffens him, alike to fly 
Unable, or reſiſt : The monſter feeds 
Plood-happy, growling, on his quivering heart! 
Mean while light blazes in his lonely Cot - 


he 
The 
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The crackling hearth ; his careful wife prepares 


Her humble cates ; nud thro' the lattic'd light | 
His little ones, expecting his return, 
Peep, anxious ! Ah, poor victim, he nor hearth 


Bright blazing, nor the houſewife's humble cates, 
Nor much-lov'd children henceforth more ſhall ſee ! 


But ſoft : Tis calm RefleRion's midnight hour 
"13s the Soul's ſolemn inqueſt. Broods a thought 
Reſentful in thy boſom ? Art thou yet, 


Penitent Pilgrim on Earth's utmoſt Bourn, 


And Candidate for Heaven,—art thou yet 

In Lovz imperfect? and has Malice place, 
With dark Revenge, and unforgiving Hate, 
Hell's blackeſt offspring: Glory to my God! 
With triumph let me ſing, and cloſe my Strain E 


Abhorrent ever from my earlieſt Youth 
Of theſe deteſted paſſions, in this Hour, 
This trying Hour of keen oppreſſive Grief, 
My ſoul ſuperior riſes ; nor of theſe 
Malevolent, a touch, the ſlighteſt touch 
Feels, or ſhall ever harbour! Tho! it feels 
In all their amplitude, with all their weight, 
Ungentleſt treatment, and a load of woe 
Heavy as that, which fabling Poets lay 
On proud Erceladus ! Tho' life be drawn 
| D 3 5 


38 THOUGHTS IN PRISON. | Week II. 


By Cruelty's fierce hand down to the lees; 

Yet can my heart, with all the truth of Prayer, 

With all the fervour of fincere deſire, 

Looking at Thee, thou Love of God and Man !— 

Yet can my heart in life or death implore, 

0 Father, forgive T0 + as Thou piticſt me!“ 
Oh, where's the wonder, when thy 0 roſs is ſeen ! 

Oh, where's the wonder, when thy Veice is heard; 

Harmonious interceſſion ! Sox or Go. 

Oh, where's the wonder—or the Merit where, 

Or what's the Taſh to love-attuned ſouls— 

Poor fellow-creatures pitying, to implore 

Forgiveneſs for them ? Oh forgive my foes! 

Beſt Friends, perchance, for they may bring to Tre: ! 

Complete forgiveneſs on them, God of Grace! 

Complete forgiveneſs, in the dreadful hour, 

When moſt they need forgiveneſs! And oh ſuch 

As, in that dreadful hour, my poor Heart wants, 

And truſts, great Father ! to receive from Thee, 

Such full Forgiveneſs grant ;—and my glad ſoul 

Shall fold them then, my Brethren, in thy Houſe! 


Thus do I ſoothe, and while away with ſong 
My lonely hours ; in drear confinement paſt, 
Like thee, oh gallant Rare1 cn !—or like thee 
My hapleſs Anceſtor, fam'd Overnury !— 
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But Oh, in this how different is our fate ! 

Thou, to a vengeful Woman's ſubtle wiles 

A hapleſs Victim fall'ſt ; while my deep gloom 
Bri ghten d by Female Views, and the light 

Of conjugal affetion—leads me oft, 

Like the poor priſon'd Linnet, to forget 
Freedom, and tuneful Friends, and ruſſet Heath, 
Vocal with native melody; to ſwell _ 

The feeble throat, and chaunt the lowly ſtrain ; 


As in the ſeaſon, when from ſpray t to ſpray 


Flew Liberty on light elaſtic wing. 


' + She flies no more :—Be mute, my plaintive Lyre! 


March 15, 1777. 


END or rus SECOND WEEK. 
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PUBLIC PUNISHMENT. 


JJ ANar are FI generous efforts, 3 . 4 
Thy kind compaſſion” svain! The hour is come: 
Stern Fate demands compliance: I muſt paſs 13 
Thro' various deaths, keen torturing, to arrive 5 
At That my heart ſo fervently implores; 
Yet fruitleſs. Ah! why hides He his fell Front 
From woe, from wretchedneſs, that with glad ſmiles 
Would welcome his approach; and Tyrant-like, 
Delights to daſh the jocund roſeate cup 


Des 


898988 . N 
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* Frederick Bull, Eſq. Alderman of London; to whoſe 
Kindneſs and humanity the Author has cxpreſſed the high- 
eſt obli Stiecn, 
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From the full hand of gaudy Luxury, 
And unſuſpecting Eaſe !—Far worſe than Death 
| That Priſor's Entrance, whoſe Idea chills 
With freezing horror all my curdling blood ; 
' Whole very Name, ſtamping with infamy, 
Makes my Soul frighted ſtart, in phrenzy whirl'd, 
And verging near to Madneſs! See, they ope 
Their iron Jaws! See, the vaſt Gates expand, ** 
Gate after Gate — and in an inſtant twang, 
Claos'd by their growling Keepers: — When again, 


M yſterious Powers !—oh when to open on me ? 
Mercy, ſweet Heaven! Support my faltering ſteps, 


Support my ſickening heart! My full eyes ſwim ; 
O'er all my frame diſtills a cold damp ſweat. 
Hark—what a rattling din! On every fide 
The congregated chains clank frightful :-—Throngs 
Tumultuous preſs around, to view, to gaze 
Upon the wretched ſtranger; ſcarce believ'd 
| 4 Other than YiFror within ſuch walls, 
With Mercy, and with Freedom in his hands. 
Alas, how chang'd !—Sons of Confinement, ſee 
4 No pitying Deliverer ; but a Wretch 
: O'erwhelm'd with Miſery ; more hapleſs far 
Than the moſt hapleſs mongſt ye; loaded hard 
With Guilt's oppreflive Irons ! His are chains 
No time can looſen, and no hand unbind : 
Fetters, which gore the Soul, Oh Horror, Horror! 
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Ye maſlive bolts, give way! Ye ſullen doors, 
Ah, open quick ! and from this clamorous rout, 
Cloſe in my diſmal, Ione, allotted room 
Shrowd me ;—for ever ſhrowd from human fight, 
| And make it, if 'tis poſſible, my Gravs! | 


9 armed 
* 9 
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How truly welcome, then! Then would I greet 

With hallow'd joy the drear, but bleſt abode ; 

And deem it far the happieſt I have known, 

The beſt I e'er inhabited. But, alas! 
There's no ſuch mercy for me. I muſt run 
_ Mifſery's extremeſt round; and this muſt be 

Awhile my living grave! the doleful tomb, 

Sad ſounding with my unremitted groans, 

And moiſten'd with the bitterneſs of tears ! 


Ah, mournful dwelling! deſtin'd ne'er to ſee 

'The human face divine in placid ſmiles, 

And innocent gladneſs cloth'd : deftin'd to hear 
No ſounds of genial, heart-reviving Joy! 

The Sons of Sorrows only are thy gueſts, 

And thine the only muſic of their fighs, 
Thick ſobbing from the tempeſt of their breaſts ! 
Ah, mournful dwelling! never haſt thou ſeen, 

Amidſt the numerous wretched-ones immur'd "8 

Within thy ſtone-girt compaſs, wretch ſo ſunk, Þ| 7} 

So loſt, ſo ruin'd, as the man who falls 2 


= , 4 * 5 - * * x 4 75 T 7 q 
CS Ce 22 oaks ob oe inc EY SS 
F det Pre BG any et nc 


P 2. 


Thus, 


CCC 


* 
I 


Thus, in deep anguiſh, on thy ruthleſs floor, 
And bathes it with the torrent of his tears ! 


And can it be? or is it all a dream? 
A vapour of the mind I ſcarce believe 


43 Myſelf awake or acting. Sudden thus f 


Am 1—ſo compaſs'd round with comforts late; 
Health, Freedom, Peace! torn, torn from all, and loſt ! | 
A Priſoner 1n- —Impoſiible ! I ſleep: 


 *Tis Fancy's YE ; tis a dream's deluſion. 


Vain dream ! vain Fancy! Quickly am 1 rous'd 
Io all the dire reality's diſtreſs : 
I tremble, ſtart, and fee! myſelf awake, 
| Dreadfully awake to all my woes; and roll 


L From wave to wave on Sorrow's ocean toſt ! 


Ob for a moment's pauſe,— a moment” 8 ict; 


| | To calm my hurried ſpirits! to recall 


Reflection's ſtaggering pilot to the helm, 


4 And {till the maddening whirlwind in my ſoul ! 1 
1 Alt cannot be! The din increaſes round: 


: | 3 


3 


2 <5. 


: Rough voices rage diſcordant ; dreadful ſhrieks ! 


3 Hoarſe. imprecations dare the Thunderer's ire, 
And call down ſwift damnation! Thouſand chains 
In diſmal notes clink, #7b/u1! Roaring burſts 
Olf loud obſtreperous laughter, and ſtrange choirs 
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Of gutturals, Slant and . vex 

E'en the dull ear of Midnight! Neither reſt, 
Nor peaceful calm, nor ſilence of the mind, 
Refreſhment ſweet! nor interval or Pauſe 
From morn to eve, from eve to morn is found 


Amidſt the ſurges of this troubled ſea 5 ! 


So, from the Leman Lake th' impetuous Rhone 
His blue waves puſhes rapid ; and bears down 
(Furiate to meet fair Sas pellucid ſtream, 
With roar tremendous, through the craggy ſtreights 
Of Alpine rocks) his freight of waters wild! 

Still ruſhing in perturbed eddies on; 5 
And ſtill, from hour to hour, from age t to age, | 
In conflux vaſt and unremitting, pours 

His boiſterous flood to old . walls! 


C Err ee dr a gi 


Oh my rack'd brain—oh my diſtracted heart ! 
The tumult thickens: wild diſorder grows 


* It is but a juſt tribute to Mr. Akerman, the Keeper of Þ 
this diſmal place, to obſerve, that all the evils here enume- 2 
rated are the immediate conſequences of promiſcuous confine- Þ | 
ment, and no way chargeable to Mr. A. 's account. It is from 
the ſtricteſt obſervation, Iam perſuaded, that no man could Þ } « 
do more in the preſent circumſtances. His attention 1s great, Þ 4 
and his kindneſs and humanity to thoſe in ſickneſs or afllic- Þ - 
tions peculiarly pleaſing. Ican bear teſtimonyto many ſignal F | 
| aten which I have remarked ſince my lad confinement. 
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More painfully confus'd !—And can it he? 

Ts this the manſion his the Houſe ordain'd 

For RecolleQion's ſolemn purpoſe ? —T his 
The place from whence full many a flitting ſoul 
(The work of deep Repentance—mighty work, 
Still, {till to be perform'd) muſt mount to God, 
And give its dread account! Is his the place 
Ordain'd by Juſtice, to confine awhile 

The foe to civil order, and return 

Reform'd and moraliz'd to ſocial life ! 

This Den of drear confuſion, wild n 

Of mingled Riot, and unbluſhing Vice! 

This School of Infamy! from whence, improv d 
In every hardy villainy, returns = 
More hardened, more a foe to Gov and Man, 
The miſcreant, nurs'd in its infectious lap; 

All cover'd with its peſtilential ſpots, 

And breathing death and poiſon whereſoe'er 

He ſcalks contagious ! from the lion's den 

A lion more ferocious, as confin'd! 


Britons, while ſailing in the golden barge 
Of giddy Diſſipation, on the ſtream, _ 


Smooth ſilver ſtream of gorgeous Luxury, 

2 Loalt gaily—and for Ages may they boaſt, 
And truly! for through Ages we may truſt 

Þ| | Twill interpoſe between our crimes and Gop, 


And 
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And turn away his juſt avenging ſcourge 


« THE NATIONAL HuManiTyY!” Hither then, 


Ye Sons of Pity, and ye Sons of Thought! 

Whether by public zeal, and patriot love, 

Or by Compaſſion's gentle ſtirrings wrought ; 

Oh hither come, and find ſufficient ſcope 

For all the Patriot's, all the Chriſtian's ſearch ! 

Some great, ſome ſalutary plan to frame, 

Turning confinement's curſes into good ; 

And, like the Gobp who but rebukes to ſave, 
Extracting comfort from Correction's ſtroke ! 


Why do we puni/b ? Why do penal laws 
Coercive, by tremendous ſanctions bind 
Offending Mortals: J uſtice on her throne 
Rigid on this hand to ExXaMPLE points; 
More mild to REFORMATION upon that: 

— She balances, and finds no ends but theſe. 


Crowd then, along with yonder revel-rout, 
To EXEMPLARY Puniſhment! and mark 
The language of the multitude, obſcene, 
Wild, blaſphemous, and cruel! Tent their Looks 
Of madding, drunken, thoughtleſs, ruthleſs gaze, 
Or giddy curioſity and vain! 
Their Deeds ſtill more emphatic, note; and ſee, 
By the ſad ſpectacle unimpreſs'd, they dare 


Even 
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Even in the eye of death, what to their doom 
Brought their expiring Fellows! Learn we hence, 
How to ExamPLE's ſalutary end = 
Our Juſtice ſagely miniſters! But one,— . 

Should there be oze—thrice hapleſs, —of a mind 

By guilt unhardened, and above the throng. 

Of deſperate miſcreants, thro? repeated crimes 

In ſtupor lull'd, and loſt to every ſenſe ;— 

Ah me, the ſad reverſe !—ſhould there be one 

Of generous feelings; whom remorſeleſs F. ate, 

Pallid Neceſſity, or chill Diſtreſs, 

The Family's urgent call, or juſt demand 

Of honeſt Creditor, —(ſolicitudes 

4 To reckleſs, pamper'd worldlings all unknown) 
Should there be one, whoſe n fri glited hand 

| | Cauſes like theſe in temporary oullt;- 

Abhorrent to his inmoit ſoul, have plung'd, 

And made obnoxious to the rigid Law! 

Sentenc'd to pay,—and, wearicd with its w veight, 
Well-pleas'd to pay with 2% that Law's demand! 
Awful Diſpenſers of ſtrict J uſtice, tay, 

Would you have more than 4%? or, in an Age, 

A Country, where Humanity reverts 

At Torture's bare idea, would you tear 

1 Worſe than on racking wheels a Soul like This ; 

4 And make him to the ſtupid Crowd a gaze 
Por lingering hours drag him along to death 
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An uſeleſs ſpectacle; and more than Hay 


Your living victim DEATRH 1s your demand: 


DAH your Law's ſentence: Then his Life is yours. 


Take the juſt forſeit : you can claim no more! 


Foe to thy Infidelity, —and griev'd 
That He avows not, from the Chriſtian ſource, 
The firſt great Chriſtian Duty, which ſo well, 
So forcibly He paints !— Yet let me greet 
With heart-felt gratulations thy warm zeal, 
Succeſsful in that ſacred duty's cauſe, 
The cauſe of our Humanity, VorLTaire! 
Tertre's vile Agents trembling at thy pen: 
Intolerance and Perſecution gnaſh 
Their teeth, deſpairing, at the lucid rays 
Of Truth, all prevalent, beaming from thy page. 
The Rack, the Wheel, the Dungeon, and the Flame, 
In happier EuRoes uſeleſs and unknown, 


Shall ſoon, —oh ſpeed the hour, Compaſſion's God! 


Be ſeen no more ; or ſeen as prodigies 
| Scarce credited, of Gothic barbarous times. 


Ah, gallantFrance! for milder manners fam'd; 
How wrung it my fad Soul, to view expos'd 
On inſtruments of torture mangled limbs, 
And bleeding carcaſes, beſide thy roads, 
Thy beauteous woods and avenues! Fam'd works, 


And worthy well the grandeur of old RoE! 
| Wy 
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Wr too, who hoaſt of gentler Laws, reform'd 
And civilized by Liberty's kind hand; 
Of Mercy boaſt, and mildeſt puniſhments : 
Yet puniſhments of Torture exquiſite, 
And idle ;—paintul, ruinous parade! 
We too, with Eurobe humaniz'd, ſhall drop 
Ihe barbarous ſeverity of Death, _ 
; 4 e an Bane, not Profit ;—fhall abridge 
Ihe ſavage, baſe Ovation; ſhall aflign 
The Wretch, whoſe LIFE is forfeit to the Laws, 
With all the ſilent dignity of woe, 
With all the mournful Majeſty of Death, 
| Retir' d and ſolemn, to his awful fate! 
+ Shall to the dreadful moment, moment Ailt 
To Souls beſt fitted, give diſtinction due; 
2 Teach the well-order'd Sufferer to depart 
3 With each impreſſion ſerious; nor iniult 
* ith clamorous Crowds, and exultations baſe, 
A Soul, a Fellow-Soul ; which ſtands prepar'd 
05 Time's dread verge to take its wondrous flight 
1% Realms of Immortality! Yes, the day 
9 11 joy in the idea, —will arrive, 
„ chen Britous philanthropic ſhall reject 
1 The crucl cuſtom, to the Sufferer eruel, 
Uſeleſs and baneful to the gaping Crowd! 


Ite day will come, when LIE, the deareſt Price 
4 lan can pay down, ſufficient fortcit deem d 
RY * For 
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For guilty Man's tranſgreſſion of the Law, 
Shall be paid down, as meet for ſuch a Price, 
Reſpectful, fad; with reverence to a Soul's 
Departure hence; with reverence to the Soul's 
And Body's ſeparation, much-lov'd Friends! 
Without a torture to augment its loſs, | 4 
Without an inſult to moleſt its calm; 
To the demanded debt no fell account 
Of curious, hiſſing ignominy annex'd : 
Anguiſh, beyond the bittereſt torture keen; : 
Unparallel'd in Realms where Bigotry 
Gives to the furious Sons of Dominic 
Her able flag, and marks their way with d 


$ 
Hail, milder Sons of Athens ! civiliz'd | 5 
By Arts ingenuous, by the 'ſuaſive power } 
Of humanizing Science! Well ye thought, 
Like you may Britons think! that 'twas enough, 
The ſentence paſs'd, a Socrates ſhould die! 
The Sage, obedient to the Law's decree, 
Took from the weeping Executioner 


f 
Thedraught, reſign'd: Amidſt hisſorrowing friends, * 


Full of immortal hopes convers'd ſublime; _ 5. 
And, half i in Heaven compos d himſelf, and died! . V 
"I 

Oh envied fate! oh depp eres v 
So let re die; fo, midſt my weeping friends, Ju 


Reſign 
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Reſign my Life! I aſk not the delay 


Ev'n of a moment. Law, thou'd'ſt have thy due |! 
Nor Thou, nor Juſtice, can Rave more to claim. 


$ * * — rn, — * \ 
* 2 n 8 . _ 
ee  ehndan 


But equal Laws, on Truth and Reaſon built, 
4 Look to Humanity with lenient eye, | 
And temper rigid Juſtice with the claims : 
| Of heaven-deſcended Mercy! to condemn 
Sorrowing and flow ; while ſtudious to correct, 
Like Man's all-gracious Parent, with the view 
Benign and laudable, of moral good, 
And Reformation perfect. Hither then, 

Ve Sons of Sympathy, of Wiſdom; Friends 

To Order, to Compaſſion, to the State, 

And to your Fellow Beings; hither come, 

To this wild Realm of Uproar! hither haſte, 

And fee the Reformation, ſee the good 
Wrought by Conſe nenient in a Den like this! 
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View, with anbluſking front t, undaunted elt 
[2 The callons {alot in the open day 


| Adminiſter her poiſons, midſt a rout | 
1 Scarcely leſs bold or poiſon'd than herſelf! 
View, and with eyes that will not hold the tear 
K gentle pity guſhing for ſuch griefs, — 

View the young Neeb, as yet unfledg'd in vice 
* ſhackled here, and by the veteran "GY 


0 — 
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In every infamy and every crime 

Grey and inſulting, quickly taught to dare, 
Harden'd like them in Guilt's opprobrious ſchool! 
Fach baſhful ſentiment, incipient grace, 


Each yet remorſeful thought of Right and WW rong 


Murder'd and buried in his darken'd heart! — 


Hear how thoſe Veterans clank, —ev'n jovial clank : 


— Such is obduracy in vice,—their chains“ 
Hear, how with Curſes hoarſe, and Vauntings bold, 
Each ſpirits up, encourages and dares 

His deſperate Fellow to more deſperate Proots 
Of future hardy enterprize ; to plans | 
Of Death and Ruin ! Not exulting more 

Heroes or Chiefs for noble Acts renown'd, 
Holding high converſe, mutually relate 

Gallant Achievements worthy ; than the Sons 
Of Plunder and of Rapine here recount 

On peaceful life their devaſtations wild ; 

Their dangers, hair-breadth ſcapes, atrocious Feats, 
_ Confederate, and confederating ſtill 


* This circumſtance 1s ſightly mentioned Page 43; and 
zlludes to a fact equally fingular and diſguſtful. The rat- 
tling of their fetters is frequently, and in a wanton man- 
ner, practiſed amongſt ſome of the worſt offenders; as it 
an amuſement, or to ſhew their inſenſibility to ſhame. 
How ſhocking to ſee Human Nature thus in Ruins! Here it 
is emphatically ſo, worſe than in Bedlam, as Madncis 
it Reaſon is more dreadſul than without it! 
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In ſchemes of deathful 1 Who, ſurpris' d, 


Can ſuch effects contemplate, upon minds 
Eſtrang'd to good; fermenting on the lees 


Of pregnant ill; aſſociate and combin'd 
In intercourſe infernal, reſtleſs, dire; 


And goading conſtant each to other? J thoughts 
To Deeds of Deſperation from the Tale 


Of raunted Infamy oft told; ſad fruit 
Of the Mind's Vacancy * 


—And to that Mind 
Employment none is offer'd : Not an hour 

To ſecret recollection is aſſign'd ; 

No ſeaſonable ſound inſtruction brought, 55 
Food for their thoughts, ſelf-gnawing. Not the Day 
Jo Reſt and Duty dedicate, finds here 

Or Reſt or Duty ; revel'd off, unmark'd; 

Or like the others undiſtinguiſh'd, ſave 
By Riot's roar, and ſelf-conſuming ſloth! 
For uſeful occupation none 1s found, 
Denevolent t' employ their liſtleſs hands, 
With indolence fatigued! Thus every day 
Anew they gather Guilt's corroſive ruſt; 
Each wretched day accumulates freſh ills; 
And, horribly advanc'd, fagitions grown 
From Fauliy, they go forth, tenfold of Hell 


More the devoted Children: to the State 


Tenfold more dangerous and envenom'd Foes. 


Than firſt they enter'd this i improving School! 


E 3 So, 
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So, cag'd and ſcanty fed, or taught to rage 
0 By taunting inſults, more ferocious burſt 
= On Man the tiger or hyzna race 
From fell confinement; and, with hunger urg'd. 
 Gnaſh their dire fangs, and arench themſelves ir 
blood. 
| But, mould the Bale fierce, th' abandon'd Train Þ * 
Whoſe inroads on the human peace forbid, 1 
Almoſt forbid Compaſſion's mild regard; 
(Yet, ah! what man with fellow-men can fall 
So low, as not to claim ſoft Pity's care?) 
Should the aught juſtify the rigid voice, 
Which to ſerere confinement's durance dooms 
Infallible the body and the ſoul 


Jo bittereſt, ſureſt ruin: Shall we not F 
With generous indignation execrate = 
The cruel, indiſcriminating Law, . 
Which turns Misfortune into guilt and curſe; 5 
And with the Felon harden'd in his crimes bs 
Ranks the poor hapleſs Debtor ?—Debt's not gi, ÞÞ 
Alas! the worthieſt may incur the ſtroke = 


Ok worldly infelicity ! What man, FJ 
How high ſoe er he builds his earthly neſt, 1 
Can claim ſecurity from Fortune's change, 1 
Or boaſt him of to-morrow ? Of the Eaſt $ 
Greateſt and chief, lo! humbled in the duſt, . 

Sits Jog the ſport of Miſery ! Wealthieſt late : 
| | 01 © 
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55 
Of all bleſt Araby's moſt wealthy ſons, | | 
He wants a potſherd now to ſcrape his wounds ; 4.5 

He wants a bed to ſhrowd his tortur'd limbs, 

And only finds a dunghill! Creditor, | 

Would'ſt thou add ſorrows to this ſorrowing man? 
Tear him from ev'n his dunghill, and confine 
Midſt recreant felons in a Britiſb Jail ?— 


Oh Britiſh zue ſp˖m iy! Ye'climes, 
Ve foreign climes—Be not the truth proclaim'd 


Within your ſtreets, nor be it heard or told; 
Leſt ye retort the cruelty we urge, 


And ſcorn the boalked mildneſs of our Laws! ! 


| Bleſt be the 6 depth of woe, 
Amidft this perturbation of my ſoul,. 5 
Gon of my life, I can, I will exult!— 
Bleſt be the hour, that to my humble ones 
Thy Spirit, ſacred ſource of every good, 
Brought the ſublime idea, to expand 
By Charity, the Angel's grace divine, 
The rude, relentleſs, iron priſon-gates, 
And give the pining Debtor to the world, 
His weeping family, and humble home! 
Bleſt be the hour, when, heedful to my voice 


5 Bearing the Priſoners” ſad fighs to their ears, 


Thouſands, with ſoft commiferation toueh d, 


| Delighted to go forth, and viſit glad 


T hoſe Priſoners in their woe, and ſet them free! 
| E. 4 N OS 80 
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Gov of the Merciful! Thou haſt announc'd 
On Mercy, thy firſt, deareſt attribute, 

Choſen beatitude ! Oh pour the dew, 

The foſtering dew of Mercy on their gifts, 
Their rich donations grateful! May the prayers 
Of thoſe enfranchis'd by their bounteous zeal 
Ariſe propitious for them ! and, when hears'd 


In Death's cold arms this hapleſs frame ſhall lie, 


he generous tear, perchance, not quite with- 
held ;,— PE 

When friendly Memory to reflection brings 

My humble efforts, and my mournful fate; 

On ſtable baſis founded, may the work _ 

Diffuſe its good through Ages! nor with-hold 

[ts reſcuing influence, till the hour arrives, 

When Wants, and Debts, and Sickneſs are no more; 

And univerſal Freedom blefſeth all! 


But, till that hour, on Reformation's plan, 

Ye generous Sons of Sympathy, intent, 

Boldly ſtand forth! The cauſe may well demand, 
And juſtify full well your nobleft zeal. 
Religion, Policy, your Country's good, 

And Chriſtian Pity for the ſouls of men, 

To Pxisoxs call you; call to cleanſe away 

The filth of theſe foul dens ; to purge from guilt, 
And turn them to Morality" s fair ſchool, 
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Nor deem impoſſible the great attempt, 

Augæan tho' it ſeem: yet not beyond 

The ſtrength of thoſe, that, like Alcides, aim 
High to be rank'd amidft the godlike Few, 1 
Who ſhine eternal on Fame's ampleſt roll: | bn 
| Honour'd with Titles, far beyond the firſt — -M 
Which proudeft Monarchs of the Globe can give; 5 
1 SAVIOURS and BENEFACTORS oF MANKIND!” 


Hail, generous Hanway ! To thy noble plan, 
Sage, ſympathetic®, let the Muſe ſubſcribe 
\ Rejoicing ! In the kind purſuit, good luck 
| She wiſheth thee, and honour ! Could her ſtrain 
| Embellith aught, or aught aflift thy toils 
7 Benevolent, twould cheer her lonely hours, 
And make the dungeon ſmile. But toils like thine 
Nied no embelliſhment ; need not the ad 
Of Muſe or fecble Verſe. Reaſon-approv'd 
And Charity-ſuftain'd, firm will they ſtand, 
| a Under is ſanction, who on Mercy's works 
er looks complacent ; and his ſons on earth, 
N dis choſen ſons, with angel-zeal inſpires | 
L To plan, and to ſupport. And thine, well- Po: J, 

* Shall be ſupported. Pity for thy brow, 

With Policy the ſage, ſhall ſhortly twine 

be garland, worthier far than that of oak, 

'S fam” d in ancient Rome. the meed of him | 


See Mr. N Pamphiet rehtuled, 60 Solitude in 
N My Impriſonment, * | „ Mug, | 
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Who ſav'd a /irgle citizen, More bleſs'd. 
Religion mild, with gentle Mercy join'd, 
Shallhail thee—for the Citizens, the Souls 
Innumerous reſtor'd to Gop, the State, 
Themſelves, and ſocial life, by Sor1Tupt; 
Devotion's parent, Recollection's nurſe, 
Source of Repentance true ; of the Mind's wounds 
The deepeſt prober, but the ſafeſt cure“! 


Hail, ſacred Sorr1TuDE ! Theſe are thy works 
True ſource of good ſupreme ! Thy bleſt effects 
Already on my Mind's delighted eyes 
Open beneficent. Ev'n now I view 
The revel-rout difpers'd ; each to his cell 
Admitted, filent! The obſtreperous cries, 

Worſe than infernal yells; the clank of chains— 

Opprobrious chains, to Man ſevere diſgrace, 

Huſh'd in calm order, vex the ears no more! 

While, in their ſtead, Reflection's deep-drawn ſighs. 

And prayers of humble penitence are heard, 
To Heaven well-pleaſing, in ſoft whiſpers round 
No more, midſt wanton idleneſs, the hours 
Drag weariſome and flow : Kind [nduftzy _ 
Gives wings and weight to every moment's ſpeed ; 
Each minute marking with a golden thread 
Of moral 88 Harden'd FO no more 


vide Taylor! s Holy 1s and pying Part ii. p. 4 
Fee 
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Communioates its poiſon to the ſouls 

Of young aſſociates, nor diffuſes wide 

A peſtilential taint. Still Thought pervades 
Ihe inmoſt heart: Inſtruction aids the Thought; 
I And bleſt Religion with life-giving ray 
Shines on the mind ſequeſter'd in its gloom; 
Diſcloſing glad the golden gates, thro* which 
RNepentance, led by Faith, may tread the courts 
Of Peace and Reformation Cheer'd and chang” d, 
Elis happy days of quarantine perform'd— 
Lo! from his ſolitude the Captive comes 
New-born, and opes once more his. grateful eyes. 
On day, on life, on man! a fellow man! 


Hail, facred So.iTuDpE! From thee alone 
Flow theſe high bleſſings. Nor be't deem'd ſevere, — 
| Such ſequeſtration ; deſtin'd to retrieve 
The mental lapſe; and to its powers reſtore _ 
| The Heaven-born Soul, encruſted with foul guilt : 
z *Tis tendereſt Mercy, 'tis Humanity 
WY earning with kindlieſt ſoftneſs : while her arm. 

{ From ruin plucks, effectuates the releaſe, 
And ou a ranſom” d Man to Earth—to Heaven! y 


To the ſick Patient, firuogling i in the j Jaws 
lor obſti nate Diſeaſe, e er knew we yet 
© Gratef ul. and pleaſing from Phyſician's hand 
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The rough, but ſalutary Draught — For That 
Do we with-hold the Draught? and, falſely kind, 
Hang ſighing o'er our Friend, —allow'd to toſs 
On the hot Fever's bed, rave on, and die, 
Unmedicin'd, unreliev'd ?—But, Sages, fay, 


Where is the Medicine! Who will preſcribe a cure, 


Or adequate to this corroding ill, 
Or in its operation milder found? 


See, on old Thames's waves indignant ride, 
In ſullen terror, yonder ſable Bark, 
By State-Phyficians lately launch a, and bigh: 
Jusrir IA“! Deve- eyed Pity, if thou ak. 
That Bark aſcend with me; and let us learn 
How, temper'd with her Siſter Mercy, there 
Reigns Juffice; and, effective to the ill 
Inveterate grown, her lenient aid ſapplies. 


And rolls this Park on Thames's generous Flood 


Flood that wafts Freedom, wafts the high- porn Sc 


Of gallant Liberty to every Land? 
See the chain's 4 ER! roks, fetter'd Man by Man! 


* The Author ſeems ch :iefly to have formed his 1 of: 
mode of treating Convicts on the Thames from a late Pan- 


phlet publiſked by Dr. Smith: But we are informed thi 3 
the evils here complained of have been already, in @ g. 4 


mezſure, and we truſt will ſoon be wholly, removed, 


© 9 3 


— 
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See, in the ſtifled Hold excluded whence 
Man's common bleſſing, Air, ne ler freely breathes— 
They mingle, crowded !—To our pamper'd fteeds 

* Inferior how in Lodging! Tainted food 

And poiſon d fumes their life-ſprings ſtagnate rank; 
They reel aloft for breath: Their tottering limbs 
hend weak beneath the burden of a frame 
1 Corrupted, burning; - with blue feverous ſpots 
Contagious; and, unequal to the toil, 
| Urg'd by Taſk-maſters vehement, ſevere, 

On the chill Sand-bank !—by deſpair and pain 

Worn down and wearied, Some their Being curſe, 

And die, devoting to deſtruction's rage 

> Society's whole race deteſted! Some, 

© More mild, gaſp out in agonics of ſoul 

. 17 heir loath'd exiſtence ; which nor Phyſick's aid, 
Nor ſweet Religion's interpoſing mile, 

Jokes with one ray of Comfort! Gracious Gop! 
And'this is Mency !—Thus, from ſentenc'd death 
| Brits in pity reſpite, to reſtore 
And moralize Mankind! Correction this, 

u Heaven! deſi gn'd for Reformation's end! 

Fl Ye Slaves, that bred in Tyranny's Domains 
1 [3 oil at the Gallies, how ſupremely bleſt, 

1 klo exquiſite your Lot {ſo much deplor'd 
By haughty Sons of Freedom) to the ſate 
Wh cperienc d hourly by her free-born Sons, 
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In our Britaunias vaunted refidence* 
Sole, choſen Refidence of Faith refin'd, 
And genuine Liberty ! Ye Senators, 
Ve venerable Sages of the Law, 

In juſt reſentment for your Country's tame, 
Wipe off this contradictory reproach _ 
To manners, and to policy like yours ! 
Correct, but to amend : Tis God's own plan. 
Correct, but to form; then give to Men 
The means of Reformation] Then, reſtor'd 
To Recollection, to Himſelf, to Gop, 

The Criminal will bleſs your ſaving hand; 
And, brought to Reaſon, to Religion brought, 
Will own that SoL1TuDE, as ſolely apt 
For work ſo ſolemn, has that work achiev'd, 
Miraculous, and perfect of his cure. 


Ah me l- to ſentiments like theſe eſtrang'd, 
Eſtrang'd, as ignorant, —and never pent 
Till this fad chance within a Priſon's wall; 


Wich what deep force, experienc'd, can I urge 
The truths momentous : How their power I feel 


* There is a thought 3 in Lucan to the: fame purpoſe cle- 


gantly expreſſed: 
“ Felices Arabes, Miedique; Eoaque Tellus, 
*© Quam ſub perpetuis tenuerunt Fata tyrannis. 


1% Ex populis, qui Regna ferunt, Sors ultima noſtra 18 
Quoos ſervire padet. Lb, 8 
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In this My Solitude, in this lone hour, 

This melancholy midnight hour of thought, 
Encircled with th' unhappy ! firmly clos'd 
Fach barricaded door; and left, juſt God! 


| : pn ws to PER and Thee! 


Tc o Me how high a blefling ! ! Nor: contains 
Fecluſion aught of puniſhment : To mix 
With Wretches here were puniſhment indeed! 
Hoy dread a puniſhment !—In Life's beſt days, 


| Of all moſt choſen, valued and belov'd, 


Was ſoft Retirement s ſeaſon! From Youth's dawn 


þ To ſolitude 1nur'd, ** Neeer Jeſs alone 
; ö « Than when alone,” with Him fo truly fam'd 


In Wiſdom's School, my Heart could ever beat 
Glad uniſon. To Meditation's charms, 


4 Pleas'd Votary, how have paſs' d wy {weeteſt Hours 
In her ſecrete and calm ſociety ! 

. Still Meditatian ! Solitude's fair Child, 
Man's deareſt Friend O happy be the time 

4 That introduc'd me to the hallow'd Train; 

2 That taught me, thro” thy genial Leſſons ſage, 

3 My beſt, my trueſt Dignity to place 

Kin Thought, Reflection deep, and itudious Search, 
Dixvineſt Recreations of the Mind! 


1 Oh, happy be the Day, which gave that Mind 


Tearning $ Hirt tincture! Pleſt thy toſtering care, 
I be o 
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Thou moſt belov'd of Parents, worthieſt Sire! 

: Which, taſte-inſpiring, made the letter'd Page 
My favourite companion: moſt eſteem'd, 

And moſt improving! Almoſt from the Day 

Of earlieſt Childhood, to the preſent Hour 

Of gloomy, black misfortune, Books, dear Books, 
Have been, and are, my comforts. Morn and Night, 
Adverſity, Proſperity, at Home, | 
Abroad, Health, Sickneſs, good or ill Report, 

The ſame firm Friends; the ſame refreſhment rich, 

And ſource of conſolation ! Nay, ev'n Here 
Their magic power they loſe not: Still the ſame, 
Of matchleſs influence in this Priſon-houle, 

- Vnutterably horrid ; in an Hour 

Of Woe, beyond all Fancy's fictions drear ! 


Drear Hour !—What is it ?—Loſt in poignant 
Loft in the Retroſpection manifold thought, 

Of thee, lov'd Study and of thee, my Sixt, 
Who, to the fountain fair of Science led _ 

My infant feet, I loſe all count of 'I'ime; 

I loſe myſelf. Liſt! Tis dread Midnight's hour! 
When waking Fancy (with invention wild: | 
By Ages hallow'd) hath to Spirits aſſign'd 
spirits of dear departed Friends to walk 
The ſilent gloom ; and bring us from the Dead 
Tales barrow! ing up the Foul aghat &.— And, hark! 
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Solemn and flow the iron n tongue of Night 
Reſounds alarming !—My o'er-haraſs'd Soul, 
Confus'd, is loſt in ſorrows: Down mine Eyes 
Stream the full Tears! Diſtreſs is all alive, 

And es road pare "_ high! 


bw . . LINE 
„E RET RTTEERS EW 
e end EOF, 


Dear Father! is it thou ?” Methou oht his ghoſt 
Glided in filence by me! Not a word, — 


p While mournfully he ſhakes his dear pale face! | 

O ſtay, thou much-lov'd parent! ſtay, and give 6 
One word of conſolation; if allow' 

To Son, like whom no Son hath ever lov! d, 
None ever ſuffer'd! See, it comes again: 
Ex it flits acroſs th' aſtoniſh'd room! | 
I know thee well, thy beauteous image know: 
Dear Spirit! ſtay; and take me to the world 

| Where thou art! And where thou art, oh my Father! : 
1 muſt, I muſt be happy. Every day 

Thou know'ſt, remembrance hathembalm'd thy love, 
And wiſh'd thy preſence. Melancholy thought! 
At laſt to meet thee in a place like this: 

oh ſtay, and waft me inſtant— But, tis gone, 
The dear deluſion! He nor hears my words, 

My filial anxiety, nor regards 

. My pleading tears. Twas but a coinage vain 

8 Of the diſtemper'd fancy! Gone, tis gone! 
And here I'm left a trembling wretch, to weep 

| Unheard, e left, to weep alone! 


Fr No 
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Nor thou, Max A, with me! Oh, my Wife! 
And is this bitter with the bittereſt mix'd ; 
That I muſt loſe thy heavenly company, 
And conſolation ſoothing! Yet, *tis beſt : 
Thy tenderneſs, thy preſence, doth but wound 
And ſtab to the keeneſt quick my burſting heart ! 
«© have undone thee!” Can I then ſuſtain _ 
Thuy killing aſpect, and that tender tear, 
Which ſecret ſteals a- down thy lovely face, [vens! 
Diſſembling ſmiles, to cheer me Cheer me, Hea- 
Look on the mighty ruin I have pluck'd, 
Pluck'd inſtant, unſuſpected, in the hour 
Of Peace and dear Security on her head ! 
And where—O where can Cheerfulneſs be found! 
Mine muſt be Mourning ever. Oh my Wife, 
J have undone thee !''—What th' infuriate hand 
Of foes vindictive could not have achiev'd, 3 | 
In mercy would not, [havewrought! Thy Huſband. { 
Thy Huſband, lov'd with ſuch unſhaken truth, 
Thy Huſband, lov'd with ſuch a ſteady flame, 
From Youth's firſt hour !—Ev'n He hath. on the. 


pluck'd, 1 
On thee, his Soul's Companion, Life's beſt Friend 
Such deſolation, as to view would draw N 


From the wild Savage Pity's deepeſt groan! 


17 
IJ 


Yes, yes, thou coward Mimic! / pamper'd Vice. 4 
"OP praiſe be ſure is thine ! Thou haſt obtain d 


A worth 
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A worthy triumph Thou haſtpierc'd to the quick 
A weak, an amiable female heart, | 

A conjugal heart moft faithful, moſt attach'd : 
—Yet can I pardon 2hee for, poor Buffoon! 
Thy vices muſt be fed; and thou muſt live, 
Luxurious live, a foe to Gop and Man; 
Commifſion'd live, thy poiſon to diffuſe, 

And taint the Public Virtue with thy CRIM ES. 
Yes, I can pardon He- low as thou art, 

And far too mean an object ev'n of ſcorn: 


For thou her merits knew'ſt not. Hadſt thou known, 


* tg 


Thou, —callous as thou art to every ſenſe 

Of human feeling, every nobler touch 

Of generous fenfibility :—even 7hou 

Couldft not have wanton pierc'd her gentle breaſt 3 
But at a diſtance awful wouldſt have ſtood ; 
And, like thy Prototype of oldeſt time, 


View d her juſt virtues paſs in triumph by, 
And own'd, howe's er reluctant 


. Alluding to the lates of Mrs, Simony, introduced 


dy Mr. Foote in his play of The Cozeners, 


March 30, 1777. 


END or TH 1 THIRD WEEK. 
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Ho 


: Dessper thou an earthly bar ? Thou, who u 


ſo oft 
In contemplation ſerious haſt cinploy 'd \ 
Thy deareſt meditations on a Bar WA 
Tremendouſly deciſive ! who ſo oft = 
That Bar's important terrors haſt diſplay d ; 
To crowds attentive; with the ſolemn theme : 
| Rapt into thought profound And beats thy heart 
_ Withthrobs tumultuous ;—fail thy trembling knees, 3 
Now that in Judgement thou muſt ſtand before 


Weak mortals, like yet? ! and ſoon, like thee, 
. Shi verinz 
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Shivering with guilt and ebene dire, 
Io anſwer in dread Judgement fore their God ? 


What gives that Jud gement terror ? Guilt, pale 
Guilt; 
Conſcience Seeg ſtern; ; the fiery Law, 
The terrible hand-writing on the wall! 
But vaniſh theſe,—that mighty Day's-Man found, 
i Who, ſmiling on Confaſſion's genuine tear, 
2 The meek repentant aſpect, and the hand 
A With ready, perfect retribution fraught, 
; Urges complete his ranſom, and ſets free ; 
Th' immortal priſoner, —But, ah me! on earth 
Such golden mercy reigns not: here is found 
5 No potent Day's-Man; here no ranſom full, 
| No element r Here ſtern Law, 
| MW ith viſage all-unbending, eyes alone 
. The rigorous Act. Confefton here is Guilt, | 
And Reſtitution perfect, perfect 4%! 
| Yah me the while, here mer the Judges are; 
And chere th' Omniſcient, Mercy's ſource and 
ſtream! 
Frimphant conſolation! Firm in Faith, 
And juſtified by Him whoſe precious blood 
, q or Man flow'd liberal, the Soul, ſecure 
Of future acceptation at ht Bar - 
Of trial moſt momentous, ſoars abore 7 
1 = | F 3 a 'The 
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The World's ſevereſt trials“; and can view 


* The Verſes ſubjoined were written by the King of 
Pruſſia, after a defeat, when one of his General Officers had 
| 1 0 to ſet him the example of ſelf-deſtruction: 3 


Dans ces jours, pleins d'alarmes, | 
La conſtance et la fermetẽ ae 
Sont les boucliers et les armes 

Que joppoſe 3 Vadverſite : 


Que le Deſtin me perſecute, 
Qu'il prepare ou hite'ma chute, 

Le danger ne peut m'ebranler: 
Quand le vulgaire eſt plein de crainte, 
Que Peſperance ſemble eteinte, | 

L'homme fort doit ſe ſignaler. 


A fr lend having given Dr. Dodd in priſon a copy of theſe 


Lines, he was much pleaſed with them, and immediately 


pParaphraſed them as follows: . 


In theſe ſad moments of ſevere diſtreſs, 
When dangers threaten, and when ſorrows preſs, 
For my defence behold what arms are given 
Firmneſs of ſoul, and Confidence in Heaven! 
With theſe, tho? Fortune hunt me thro? the land, 
. Tho! inſtant, utter ruin ſeem at hand! 
Compos'd and ſelf-colleted I remain, 
Nor ſtart at perils, nor of ills complain : 
To mean Deſpair the low, the ſervile fly, 
When Hope's bright ſtar ſeems darken'd in their ſky: ; 
Then ſhines the Chriſtian, and dclights to prove 
His Faith unſhaken, and unchang'd his Love! 


Serene 


© Serene the horrors of an earthly Bar, [Death, 


How preferable far thy ſight to me! 
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Though far than death more horrid, Yes, kind 


Oh that, without this tedious, dread detail 


Of awful circumfſtance,—this long, ſad pomp 


Ol miniſtering wretchedneſs, thy friendly ſhaft 0 
Had inſtant reach'd, and pierc'd my tortur'd Heart: : 1 
| How had I bleſs'd the ſtroke, and been at peace! oy = 


= But, thro' a dreary avenue of woe, 


i A lengthen' d vault of black diftreſs and ſhame, 
| | With Wakü fel melancholy ſable bung, 


5 | Mott be led *,—or ere I can receive 


z * Thine icy comforts to my chill'd Life's Blood! 
BS] | Gee | | 


'| Welcome, thrice welcome werethey | Put the call 
by Of. Heaven's dread Arbiter we wait : His 8 
Is rectitude conſummate. Tis the Will 
A Parental of high Wiſdom and pure Love! 


F Then to that Will ſubmiſſive bend, my Soul: 


| An d, while meek Reſe, gnation to the Rod 
Corrective of his Juſtice and his Love 
Obedient bows, —Oh for impartial ſearch! - 
Joh for a TRIAL ſtrict, to trace the Cauſe, 


j * Segnius irritant animos Jemiffa per aurem, 
Quam quæ ſunt oculis ſubjecta fidelibus, et wa: 
Ipſe Abi wan SPECTATOR ! 


Hos. | 
RO 0 
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T he fatal Cauſe, wheace Seeg the ill deplor d! 
And why — ſad ſpectacle of Woe—we —_ 
Thus, Sin and LA POD at this DREAD Bax! 


"Return, bleſt Hours! ye peaceful Days, return ! ! 
When thro' each office of celeſtial Love 
Ennobling Piety my glad Feet led 
Continual, and my Head cach Night to reſt 
| Lull'd on the downy pillow of Content ! 

Dear were thy ſhades, O Ham! and dear the let 
In manly muſing midſt thy Foreſts paſs'd, 

And antique Woods of ſober Solitude, 

Oh ErrIN ! witneſs to my lonely walks 

By Heaven- directed Contemplation led! 

Ve Days of Duty, tranquil Nights, return! 

How ill exchang'd for thoſe, which buſier ſcenes 
To the World's Follies dedicate, engroſs'd, 

In ſpecious trifling ; all important deem'd, 

While gilt, O CuesTERFIELD! with ſeeming gold 
Of prime refinement, thro' thy foſtering ſmile, 
And patronage auſpicious! 
: Sought by Thee, 
: And fingled out, unpatroniz'd, unknown; 
By Thee, whoſe taſte conſummate was applauſe, 

Whoſe approbation merit; forth I came, 
And with me to the taſk, delighted, brought 
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re upright purpoſe, the 1 intention firm 
IT o fill the charge, to juſtify the choice, 
| Perchance too flattering to my Heart; a Heart 
3 Frank, inexpert, unhackney'd i in the World, 
1 Aud yet eſtrang'd to guile! But ye, more {kill'd 
In that World's artful ſtyle, Judges ſevere; 
1 op in the zenith of bright Stanhope” s Sun 
(Though ſet that Sun, alas! in miſty clouds) ; 
Say, midſt Vis luſtre, whom would not that choice 
E Have flatter'd — And till more, when urg' d, ap- 
d : Friend; 
And bleſs d by Thee, Sr. Davip's! Honour'd 
Alike in Wiſdom's and in Learning's School [ſad 
Advanc'd and ſage Short pauſe, my Muſe, and 
Allow, while leaning on Aſſection's am 
Deep-ſigling Gratitude, with Tears of Truth, 
gedews the Urn, the happy Urn, where reſt 
Mingled thy Aſhes, oh my Friend! and Her's 
Whoſe Life bound up with thine 1n amity 
nditotubly firm, felt thy laſt pang 
: Pitropting as her own; gently ſigh'd forth 
Ihe precious Boon: while ſprung her faithful Soul 
hdignant without Thee to reſt below, 
Pa Wag of Love, to meet Thee? in the Skies! 


' Bleſt ale | and ned! Envied and embalm'd 
dur recording memory, my Wife, 


a * WIE 
EW 
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My 
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My Friend, my lov'd Maria! Be our lot | 
Like theirsl— But ſoft, - ah myforeboding thoughts! 
Repreſs the guſhing Tear; ;—return, my Song. 


: Plac'd thus, and welter d Went A © 
| Which ſeem'd like that in Viſions of the Night 
To Babylonia's haughty Prince pourtray'd, | 
| Whoſe height reach'd Heaven, and whoſe verdant | 
boug 3 
Extended A their faccour and their hade; 3 
How did I truſt, too confident! How dream . 
That Fortune's ſmiles were mine! and how deceix d. 
By gradual declenſion yield my truſt, ES 
My humble happy truſt on Thee, my Goo! * 
How ill exchang'd for confidence in Man, 
In Cheſterfields, in Princes! Wider ſcenes, 
: Alps ſtill on Alps were open'd to my view; 
And, as the circle in the Flood enlarg'd, 
Enlarg'd expences call. Fed to the full 
With Flattery's light food“, and the puff'd wind 


5 | * So prayſen Babes the Peacock's ſtarry traine, 
tl And wondren at bright Argus“ blazing eye; 

But who rewards him e'er the more for-thy ? 

Or feeds him once the fuller by a graine? 
Sike praiſe is ſmoke, that ſneddeth in the ie, 
Sike words been winde, and waſten ſoon in vaine. 
| | | SPENSER- 
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Of promiſes deluſi ve Onward {till ! 
* Preſs onward !” cried the World's alluring voice; 
The time of retribution is at hand. 
1 « See the ripe Vintage waits thee!” Fool, and blind, 
Still credulous I heard, and ſtill purſued 
© The airy meteor glittering, thro' the mire, 
Thro' brake and bog, till more and more ingulph'd 
In the deceitful quag, floundering TI'lay, 
Nor heard was then the World's alluring voice, 
Or promiſes deluſive: Then not ſeen 
The Tree umbrageous, with its ample ſhade: 
| For me, alas, that Tree had ſhade no more! 
But, ſtruggling in the gulph, my languid Eye 
Saw only round the barren ruſhy Moor, 
The flat, wide, dreary Deſert:— Till a Hope, 
Dreſs'd by the Tempter in an Angel's form, 
Preſenting its fair hand, —imagin'd fair, 
Though foul as murkieſt Hell,—to drag me forth, 
| Down to the centre plung'd me, dark and dire 
Of howling Ruin ;—bottomleſs Abyſs 
Of Og Shame, and nameleſs Woe! 
| , But, witneſs Heaven al Earth, midſt this brief 
: "a. 
i his blaſting period of my chequer” d Life, 
Tho' by the World's gay vanities allur'd, 
dane d, too oft, alas! ! with the wild rout. 


of 
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Of thoughtleſs Fellow-Mortals, to the ſound 

Of Folly's tinkling Bells; tho' oft, too oft 

Thoſe paſtimes ſhar'd enervating, which ill 
—Howe'er by ſome judg'd innocent. — become 

Religion's ſober character and garb: 

Tho' oft, too oft, by weak compliance led, 
External ſeemings, and the ruinous bait 

Of ſmooth politeneſs, what my heart condemn d 


Unwiſe it practis'd ;—never without pang! _ E 
'Tho' too much influenc'd by the Remy force 1 
Of native generoſity, uncurb' e x 


And unchaſtis'd (as Reaſon, Duty cavght); 
Prudent Economy, in thy ſober School 

Of parſimonious Lecture; uſeful lore, 
And of prime moment to our worldly weal; 
— Yet, witneſs Heaven and Earth, amidſt this Dream . 
'This tranſient Viſion, ne'er ſo ſlept my Soul, 
Or facrific'd my Hands at Folly's Shrine, 
As to forget Religion's publick Toil, 
Study's improvement, or the pleading cauſe 
Of ſuffering Humanity /—Gracious Gop, 
How wonderful a compound, mixture ſtrange, 
Incongracus, inconſiſent, 1s frail Man! 0 


li y 
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Yes, my lov'd CHarLoTTE, whoſe Top: None 
with joy | 


| My caref al Hands brought forth, what time expell'd d 
| | F rom 
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5 From II Au's loſt Paradiſe, and driv'n to ſeek 
* Another place of Reſt! Yes, beauteous Fane! 
Io bright Religion dedicate, Thou well 

My happy public Labours canſt atteſt, 
Unwearied and ſucceſsful in the Cauſe, | 
The glorious, honour'd Cauſe of Him, whoſe Love - 
| Bled for the human Race! Thou canſt atteſt | 
The Sabbath-days delightful, when the throng 
Crowded thy hallow'd Walls with eager joy, 
To hear 'Truth evangelical ; the ſound | 

Of Goſpel Comfort! When attentive ſate, 

Or at the Holy Altar humbly knelt, 

[| Perſuaſive, pleaſing Patterns—Athol's Duke, 
| The poliſh'd Hervey, Kingſton the humane, 

| fyl;Bury and Marchmont, Romney all- rever'd; 
with Numbers more—by ſplendid T itles leſs 

5 Than Oy ns Lanes and pure Zeal, 


dates 


A 


4 ow. midſt this ꝓnblic Duty's bleſt diſcharge ; 

f Paſs'd idle, unimproving, unemploy'd, 

My other Days;—as if, the Sabbath's taſk 

: Fulfilbd, the buſineſs of the Week was done, 
Or ſelf-allow'd. Witneſs, thrice holy Book? 

1 Pure tranſcript of th' Eternal's Will to Man: 
| Witneſs with what aſſiduous care I turn'd | 
Daily the hallow'd page; with what deep ſearch | 
Explor d thy laceed meaning; ü e the round 


got 
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Of learn'd Expoſitors and grave trod ſlow, 
And painfully deliberating ; the while 
My labours unremitting to the World 
Convey'd inſtruction large and ſhall convey, 
When moulders in the Grave the feeble Hand, 
The ow, the Ht. that gave thoſe Labours i 
[ Birth, 
0 1 Toil! ! oh Labours well employ'd ! 

Oh ſweet remembrance to my ſickening Soul! 
Bleſt Volumes! Nor, tho' level'd in the Duſt 
Of Setf-annihilation, ſhall my Sou! 

Ceaſe to rejoice, or thy preventive grace 
Adoring laud, Fountain of every 8 

For that no letter d poiſon ever ſtain d 
My page, how weak ſoe'er ; for that my pen, 
However humble, ne'er has trac'd a line 
Of tendency immoral, whoſe black Guilt 
It well might wiſh to blot with Tears of Blood! 

Dear to the Chriſtian ſhall my little works, | 

—Effuſions of a Heart ſincere, devote 
To God and Duty, —happily ſurvive _ 
Their wretched Maſter; and thro' lengthen'd Years 
To Souls oppreſt Comport's ſweet balm impart ; 
And teach the 1 50 MouRNER how to diet 


N Alluding to commentary on che Bible,“ in three 
Volumes, Folio. 
| + Referring to“ Comfort for the Aftidted,” „ and © Re 
0 ent on Death, „„ | Thou 
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Thou too, bleſt CHARIT Y! whoſe golden 
5 Key 0 

So liberal unlocks the Priſon's Gate | 

At the poor Debtor's call; oh, witneſs Thou, i 
To cruel taxers of my Time and Thought, 1 
All was not loſt, all were not miſemploy'd, 
Nor all Humanity's fair rights forgot: 

Since thou, ſpontaneous effort of the laſt, 

My pity's child, and by the firſt matur'd, 
| Amidft this flattering, fatal Ara roſe; 
FgRoſe into being, to perfection roſe, | 
Beneath my humble foſtering ! And, at length 
Grown into public k favour, thou ſhalt live; 
And endleſs good diffuſe, when ſleeps in duſt 
Thy hapleſs Founder; now, by direft fate, 
+ Lock'd in a Priſon, whence thy bounty ſets, | 
N And ſhall, — oh Comfort! — Jong ſet thouſands 
4 x 
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Happy, thrice happy, had my active zeal,— 
Þ _ ready deem'd too active chance, by ſome, 
Whoſe frozen Hearts, in icy fetters bound 

1 of ſordid ſelfiſnneſs, ne'er felt the warmth, 
Tbe genial warmth of pure Benevolence, 
Love's ardent flame aſpiring ;—had that Flame 
Kindled my glowing zeal into effect, 


And 
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And to thy Counterpart * exiſtence giv'n, 
Lov'd Inſtitution; with 1 its guardian aid 


Protectipg 


He intended to have eſtabliſhed a Charity for the 
© Loan of Money, without Intereſt, to induſirious Tradeſmen.” 
Neceſſary Papers for that end were colleQed from Dublin, 
&c. and the following Addreſs, which he wrote and in- 
| ſerted in the Publick Ledger of the 1ſt January 1776, will, 
in ſome meaſure, explain bis purpoſe. | 
To the Wealthy in the Commercial World. 
£4 I HAVE often wiſhed moſt ſincerely to ſee a charitable Fund 
_ * eſtabliſhed in this great and trading City, for the bene- 
_ ficent purpoſe of © lending to honeſt and induſtrious Tredel- 
men ſmall ſums without intereſt, and on a reaſonable Sc. 
20k curity. „ 

The benefits which would wiſe from ſuch an eſtabliſh 
ment are too obvious to need enumeration. Almoſt ever; 
News- paper tends more and more to convince me of ti: 

neceſſity of ſuch a plan; for in almoſt every News- papti 
we read Advertiſements from Tradeſmen, ſoliciting little 
ſums in their diſtreſs; and offering—poor unhappy men! 
even premiums for thoſe little ſums. 
It is not poſſible but that perſons occupied in trade and 
commerce muſt feel for the difficulties of their brethren, and 
be ready to promote the undertaking I would wiſh to re. 
commend, although on no intereſted motives; for I an 
no Tradeſman, nor can any way be benefited by the plan 
Pure good- will, and a compaſſionate reſpect to the hard. 
ſhips and diſtreſſes of my fellow- creatures actuate my heart: 
Aud from theſe e, I ſhall be bappyt to proceed upon, 
==" 
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protekting from che Priſon” s ruinous doors, 

Thoſe whom thy kindly mercy reſcues thence! 
Or, had that zeal, on firm foundation fix'd 

: Like thine, my favourite MacpaLEN the Plan 
Preſervati ve of tender Female Fame “, * b 


5 and proſecute this plan with all the efforts and aMiduity I am 
5 able, if it hall be approved by the benevolent, and they | 
will teſtify that approbation, and defire of concurrence, by 
|: a line directed to D. at Anderton's Coffee-houſe, Fleet 
ſtreet. In conſequence of which, ſhould a probability of 
ſucceſs appear, a meeting ſhall ſpeedily be advertiſed in the 
Papers; and all meaſures purſued, to put the good deſign 
jiato immediate execution, which on ſuch a meeting may 
be judged adviſeable. It may be proper juſt to obſerve, 
3 | that i in many cities abroad,—at Rome in particular, —there 
E gare inſtitutions of this ſort: and there has been one eſta. 
blimed for many years at Dublin, which i is found produc- 
ive of tlie happieſt conſequences. | 
E It is made in Scripture one characteriſtic of the good 
| man, « that he 1s merciful and lendeth;”” and a very ſmall 
ſum, thus given to a permanent eſtabliſhment, may enable 
man to lend for perpetuity ! | „ 
How can we better begin the New- Year, my worthy and 
humane countrymen! than by entering on a work, Which 
ay draw down upon us God's blefling, by our charitable 
Fclief to many tons and daughters of honeſt and laborious 
Induſtry?ꝰ— 1 HUMANITY. 


| 


| *« A Plan for 2 National Female Sexmjudiy*—hincs found | 
mongſt the Author's Papers; and which appears to have 


ndergone' the inſpection, and received the approbinion, of 
dme very diſtinguiſned names. 
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Fair Innocence and Virtue, from thoſe ills 


Deſtructive, complicate, which wa da find 
Relief beneath thy hoſpitable roof ; 


How had I died exulting!— But, oh raiſe, 


Inſpire ſome godlike Spirit, ſome great Soul, 

Father of Mercies! of all Love, all Good 
Author and Finiſher ;—theſe, and every work 
Beneficent, with Courage to purſue, _ 
With Wiſdom to complete! Oh crown his zeal ; 
While ſorrowing Human Nature, by his Hand 
Cheriſh'd and ſooth'd, to lateſt times ſhall tell, 


And bleſs with tears of gratitude his Name! 


Mize is a different fate e d, juſt Judge 


The meed of human mixture in my works 


Imperfect, frail ; and needing, even the beſt, 
Thy pardon, and the cleanſing of thy blood! 
Elſe, whence the frequent retributions baſe, 


Calumnious and ungrateful, for the deeds 

Of private Pity ? Whence, for public Acts, 
The ſtab opprobrious, and the ſlanders vile? 

Or whence, at this dread moment, from the fight 
” Shrowd mein tenfold darkneſs !—Mercy, Heavens! 


And is it He—th' ingenuous Youth, ſo oft 


Of all my being, fortune, comfort deem'd | 


T he > generous, ample fource And is it He, 


. I 
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In whom, thro' drear Misfortune's darkeſt night, 

” Ifaw Hope's day-ſtar riſing:— Angel of Peace, 
” Amidſt his future hours, my life's ſad loſs 
Let not accuſing Conſcience to his charge 
Impute, diſtracting! to my crimſon'd guilt 
Oh let him lay it, as the forfeit due, 
And juſtly paid!—Would Heaven that it were paid! 15 
Oh, that with Rome's firſt Cæſar, in my robe 
From ſight ſo killing, mantled up mine eyes, 
I might receive the welcome ſtab; figh fortl, 
* PHILIP, my lov'd STANHOPE, —lsitTHov ! F 

hen let me die!”— 
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Pet, tho' thus wounded at this Bar 1 ſtand 
In pangs unntterable, witneſs Heaven, 
wich deep commiſeration do I view 
| Their ſedulous anxiety to prove 
- l guilt, my heart, —too wounded to deny, 
f © Wounded by that Guilt's ſenſe, its bittereſt part, — 
© Inſtant avow'd. What need then all this toil? 
The deed i is done! Wound not the fallen Hart, — 
Tis eruel that lies bleeding at your feet! 
I own the whole; I urge no legal plea ! 
On dire Neceſlity's imperious call, 
(Sons of the Robe, of Commerce, Sons of Men: 
That call i imperious have an never heard?) 
On full Intention to repay the whole, 
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By Folly wrought, or Error? Hoary grown, 
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And on that full Tntention's perfect work, 
Free Reſtoration and complete: on wrong 
Or injury to none deſign'd or wrought, 


© I reſt my claim l found my ſole defence. 
4 Groundleſs, - tis thunder'd in my ears - and weak! 


« For, in the rigid Courts of human Law, 


No Reſtitution wipes away th' offence, 
Nor does Intention juſtify.” So ſpoke 
[And who ſhall argue?) Judgement's awful voice! 


| Haſte then, ye weeping Jurymen, and paſs 


. Th' awarded ſentence! To the World, to Fame, 
| - 0 Honour, Fortune, Peace, and STANHOPE loſt, 
What have I more to loſe ? or can I think 


Death were an Evil to a Wretch like me! 


2 


Yet, oh ye ſons of Juſtice ere we quit 


This awful Court, Expoſtulation's voice 


One moment hear impartial. Give awhile 


Your honeſt hearts to Nature's touches true, 


Her fine reſentments faithful! Draw aſide 
That veil from Reaſon's clear reflecting view, 


Which Practice long, and ReRitude ſuppos'd 
Of laws eſtabliſh'd, hath obſtructive hung! 
But, pleads or time, or long preſcription. aught 


In favour or abatement of the wrong 


And 
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And ſanctify d by Cuſtom's habit grey, 
Abſurdity ſtalks forth, ſtill more abſurd, 
And double ſhame reflects upon an age 
Wiſe and enlighten'd. Should not equal laws 
Their puniſhments Frede to crimes *; 
Nor, all Draconich, ev'n to blood purſue 
Vindictive, where the venial poor offence 
Cries loud for mercy? Death's the laſt demand 
Law can exact : 'The penalty extreme 
Of human crime! And ſhall the petty rhief 
Succumb beneath its terrors, when no more 
Pays the bold urderer, crimſon'd o'er with guilt? 


A hat ** —W ES Or Cs 
MERE Sr eras wed bo Ea 
r N 


Fee are the crimes againſt or Gop or Man, 
E —Conſult th' Eternal Code of Right or Wrong,— 
5 Which e'er can juſtify this laſt extreme /, 


BB Horace's precept muſt for « ever land forth as irrefra- 
x poly juſt: 


8 — . Adſit | | 

Rab Lal peccatis quæ pœnas irroget æquas: 

Ne Scutica dignum horribili ſectère flagel lo.“ 

Sat g. Lib. I. 
4% He had ſometimes expre rd his thoughts about our 

| © Penal Laws, that they were too ſanguinary that they. 
were againſt not only the laws of God, but of Nature ;— 
* that his own cale was hard, that he ſhould die for an Act, 
which he always declared to be wrong, but by which he 
6 never Intended to injure any one individual; and that, as 

| G 5 he 
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This wanton e with the human life, 

This trade in blood! Ve Sages, then, review, 
Speedy and diligent, the Penal Code, 
Humanity's diſgrace; our Nation's firſt 

And juſt reproach, amidſt its vaunted boaſts 

Of Equity and Mercy !—Shiyer not 
Full oft your inmoſt ſouls, when from the Bench 
Ye deal out death tremendous; and proclaim 
Th' irreyocable ſentence on a wretch 

Pluck'd early from the paths of ſocial life, 

And, immature, to the low grave conſign'd 
For miſdemeanors trivial? Runs not back, 
Affrighted, to its fountain your chill'd blood, 
When, deck'd in all the horrid pomp of death, 
And Gothic rage ſurpaſſing, to the flames 
The weaker fex,—incredible—you doom; 

| Denouncing puniſhments the more ſevere, | 
As leſs of ſtrength is found to bear their force ? 
Shame on the ſavage practice! Oh ſtand forth 
In the great cauſe, —Compaſlion's, Equity's, 

| Your Nation's, Truth's, Religion's, Honour' sCauſe, 


= 

—Stand forth, reflecting EDEN“ Well thou'ſ toil d WF | 

« the Public had forgiven him, he thought he might have ! 

been pardoned. But now (the day before his execution} he J 

laid all theſe thoughts touching himſelf aſide; though b. 8 

continued to think in the ſame manner of the Penal Lau 7 
to his end.“ See Ordinary's Account, p. 14. | 


* dee Mr. La s admirable book on Penal Laws, 


T--- Alreach 
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Already in the honourable field : 

Might thy young labours animate ! The hour 
Auſpicious is arriv'd. Sages efteem'd, 

And venerably learn'd, as in the School 

Of legal Science, ſo in that of Worth 

And Sentiment exalted, fill the Bench: 

And lo! the Imperial Muscovirts, intent 

On Public-weal, a bright example ſhines 

Of civilizing Juſtice, Sages, riſe: 

The Cauſe, the animating Pattern calls! 

Oh, I adjure you, with my parting breath, 

By all your hopes of Mercy and of Peace, 

By all the Blood henceforth unjuſtly ſpilt, 

Or wantonly! by all the Sorrows deep, 

And ſcalding Tears ſhed for that blood ſo ſyilt ! | 
In God's tremendous Name, lo, I adjure” 
Without procraſtination to the taſk 
Important that you haſte ! With equal hand 
In ſcales of temperate Juſtice balance well 
The claims of pleading Mercy! Unto crimes 


Inflictions juſt and adequate aſſign; 
5 On Reformation or Example ſole, 
And all impartial, conſtantly intent! 


| Baniſh the Rage for Blood“ for 'Tortures fell, 
| Savage, reproachful : Study to reſtore 

| Its young, its uſeful members to the State, 

| Well diſciplin d, correcte d, moraliz' 9 


G 4 Wl Preſerv'd 
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Men, Rationals, Immortals,—Sons of Gop. [ Hell, 
Oh, proſperous be your labours, crown'd your zeal! 


To genuine Juſtice—down to future Times 
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Reſolv d tobring thoſe Truths, which labouring long, 
Have lain, and toſt upon my anxious thoughts: 


= —— - 
2 — == 
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And wounding to my peace! Rigour extreme 
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. 


Oft, midſt the tempeſt of my grief, I cried, 
It recks not zow what falls me! From the Houſe 


Preſerv'd at once from Shame, from Death, from 


So ſhall the annals of our Sovereign's Reign, 
Diftinguiſh'd by your Virtue,—noble fruit 
Of that high independance Hz beſtow'd“ 
So freely from the Treaſury of his Love 


Tranſmitting the rich blefling, ſhine renown'd 
With trueſt glory; not by Her's ſurpaſs'd, 
Thi "mort ee of the North! !? 


Ah me, unhappy! to that Sovereign! s Far 


Thence too am I excluded ! Fatal Stroke, 


Of angry vengeance! <«* Nay, it recks not zo,” 


Of Him 1 honour'd, mut! Him, whoſe lov'd Site 


* Referring to the 8 if the Judges, bed by 
the King, as almoſt one of the firſt Acts of his Reign. 


+ See my Sermon on the 1njuſtice, Ec, of Capital Puniſh- 


ment S. | 
6 
« My 
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« My Muſe in ſtrains elegiac weeping ſung *, 
« Mixing her tribute with a Nation's Tears! 
«© Him to whoſe high-born Race, —of Liberty 
„Firm Friends and Fautors--frommy earlieſt Youth, 
My Heart, devoted, willing homage paid, 
„And ſacred reverence: So paternal Love 
And ſo my College taught, delightful Clans! g 
Dear ever to my Memory for Hours 
In innocence and peaceful ſtudy paſt ; 
Nor leſs for Thee, my Friend, my LAN cAsTERI 
Bleſt Vouth, in early Hour from this Life's woes 
In richeſt Mercy borne! Had I but died, 
Oh had I died for 'Thee, how had I ſhunn'd 
| This harſh ſeverity,—excluſion iad : 
From my lov'd Royal Maſter! how eſcap' d 
Its ills attendant!— Reputation dies, 
: The darling of my Soul, beneath the ſtroke! 
Wild, wanton curſes tear my mangled Fame! 
| My ſphere of uſefulneſs contracted ſhrinks ; 
| And Infamy herſelf with < ghaſtly ſmiles” 
My ruin ridicules! Turn, turn, my Brain! 
eDiſtracted! madden'd, turn! of Reaſon more, 
a Religion, Duty, Eminence, dream not: 
The Door of Mercy's clos'd. THE oft from Thee 
| Mercy, data Heaven ! have I ſought and found ; , 


See my hy Elegy on the Death of Frederick Prince of 
Wales.“ Poems, p. 63. 5 | From 


F 
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From Fellow-Mortals ſeldom could I find, 
How humbled e'er, or penitent, for faults ; 
—And who of erring Mortals faultleſs breathes ? 
Mercy; that gift of Thine, which moſt adorns | 
The Judge's Veſtment, and the Monarch's Crown, 


Adieu, then, to its hope; its earthly hope! 
Elſewhere we'lſeekit. Forth--oh forth, my Friends; 
My generous, ſupporting, weeping Friends! 
Forth from the Bar conduct me. Ir 1s Astr. 

Juſtice has done her office! Mercy's fled: 

And ſmiling, lo! ſhe fits upon a cloud 
Of fleecy whiteneſs, ting'd with azur'd gold, 
And beams ineffable compoſure on me! 
Light firs my boſom'd Maſter on his throne; 
Airy and diſencumber'd feels my Soul; 
And, panting, wiſhes to ſpring inſtant up 
To that white cloud, the golden vehicle 
To Realms of Reft immortal! In my Eyes, 
So languid late, and all ſuffas'd with Tears, 
Methinks I fee Hope's lamp rekindle bright; 
A living luſtre; ſhedding, like the Sun, 
After thick miſts, IIlumination's fmile 
O'er all my countenance, marr'd, dimm'd, and wan. 


Cheerly, my Friends, oh cheerly! Look not thus 
With Pity's melting ſoftneſs! "That alone 
1 5 | Can 
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Can ſhake my Fortitude. All is not loſt. 

Lo! I have gain'd, on this important Day, 
A Victory conſummate—o'er myſelf, 

And o'er this Life a Victory : On this Day,— 
My Birth-day to Eternity—T've gain'd 

> Diſmiſſion from a World, where for a while 
Like You, like All, a Pilgrim paſſing poor, 
A Traveller, a Stranger, I have met 

But Stranger Treatment, rude and harſh ! So much 
The dearer, more deſir'd, the Home I ſeek 
Berau of my Father and my Goo! 


Ah, little hooks ye, Proſecutors prompt, 
| To do me good like this ! little intend 
For earthly poverty to give th' exchange 
Of wealth eternal! CHERONEA“s ſage, 
Thy Dogmas here, ſo paradoxal deem'd 
By weak Half-thinkers *—ſee, how amply prov'd, 
How verified by Men I judg'd my Foes ;— 
Friends in diſguiſe, Heaven's Inſtruments of good! 
| Freely, triumphantly, my Soul forgives 
| Each injury, each evil they have wrought. | Heart, 
b Each tear they've drawn, each groan they ve colt my 
| Guiltleſs tow'rds Them, uninjur'd. Hapleſs Men ! 
| Down do I look, with pity : fervent beg, 


* See Plutarch „On the Benefits deduc. ple from Ene- 


And 


25 mics,” Morals, Vol. I, 
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9? 
And unremitting from all-gracious Heaven 
Eternal bleſſings on you! Be your lives, 

Like mine, true convertites to Grace, to God! 
And be your deaths—ah, there all difference ends 
Then be our Deaths like his, th' atoning JusT, 
Like His, the Ozly Righteous, our laft End! 


But oh, oblivious Memory! baneful Woe, 

Which thus in dull forgetfulneſs can fleep 
My Faculties ;—forgetfulneſs of Her 
My better ſelf; for whom alone I wiſh, 
Thus fallen, to remember that Iam! _ 
My Wife, my Soul's dear Partner in diſtreſs, 

Where fits ſhe ? lives ſhe ah not /zves, but drag: 
The tedious, torturing, horrid, anxious Hours 
Of this dire day !—In ſolemn filence wrapt, 
'—Expreflive filence, motionleſs, compos'd, 
The melancholy Mourner meekly waits 
The awful iſſue! From her lovely Eyes 
Drops not a tear! not ev'n a ſigh is heard [ Lips, 


From her deep-wounded Heart: Nor through her 


Unſever'd from the luckleſs morn till night, 
Mute Sufferer, ſteals a murmur *! Gentle Dove, 
So, in the mournful abſence of chy Ow, 


eo | ſpeechleſs hits ,—nor plain tive word, 
Nor murmur, from my Lips was heard.” 
Merrick's Pſalms, p. 90, 
Perhaps 


4 ON, WE „ . by ' * 
25 6 „ ” 5 : . 5 4 * 
NE 3 v6 et 4 ah - : : >. 

RET Tons BO REES, ne NEE EE Ih N SSI 2 ; 3 
8 N YE 00S — * 


9 A 146% if wt % 4 * a K 4 

r HI or Grd 8 et ie EI At 
RES DIY e 2107 I 5 ET 
9 — ee ee I MD EDS e 


Weck IE. THOUGHTS IN PRISON. 93 


perhaps or levell'd by the Fowler's art, 

Or lur'd in net inſidious, ſitt'ſt thou alone 

Upon the bared bough; thy little Head 

Neſtling beneath thy filvery wings; while hang 
Thy pennons, late ſo gloſſy, ſhivering down 
© Unplum'd, neglected, drooping! Thro' the Day 
So tried, my tender Friends, —another taſk, 
And heavier yet, remains to be perform'd. 

Oh, with the balm of Comfort, with the Voice 
Of ſoothing Softneſs, the ſad truth unfold ! 
Approach the beauteous Mourner, all- reverd; 

= And tell her, that her Huſband triumphs, lives ;— 
= Lives, tho? condemn'd ; lives to a nobler life! 
Nor, in the gladſome view of that high life, 
„Feels he to Death Reluctance: Bleſt with her, 
KK Indifferent in his choice to live or die! PE: 


PEE ST I 
2 1 23 
WFP 


Be * deciſion 15 hits Father of Life! 
Thou gaveſt, 'Thou haſt right to take nay 1 
In each alike beneficent! If Thon 
bi Haſt pleaſure in me, once more ſhall I ſhare 
hy hallow'd Services, my Heart's chief Joy; 
x If not, with happy David—oh like his 
Could my Song flow repentant—every thought 
© Uniting, cries with Refignation's voice, | 
5 Do with me, Lord, as it ſhall ſeem Theo Good!” | 


-* 2 Sam, XV, 25 26. 


| hs | 
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Thus ſupplicating, down my weary Head 
To ſlumber on its wretched pillow ſunk, 
O'erpower'd, oppreſs'd. Nor on the maĩn- maſt high 
Rock'd by the bellowing tempeſt, and the daſh | 
Of furious ſurges, the poor ſhip-boy ſleeps 
More ſoundly, than my powers o'erwrought, amidſt 
The din of deſperate Felons, and the roar 
Of harden'd Guilt's mad midnight orgies loud! 


Bot Fancy free, the buſy Soul was wake; ; 
Alnticipation pleaſing of its ſtate, 
When ſleeps its clayey Priſon in the Grave, 
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And forth it burſts to Liberty! Methought 
Such was the viſion—in a lowly vale | 
Myſelf I found, whoſe living green was deck d | ! 
With all the beauteous family of Spring; _ C 
Pale Primroſe, modeſt Violet, Hare-bell blue, 0 
Sweet ſeented Eglantine of fragrance rich, = 
And permanent the Roſe : Golden Jonquil, 4 
And Polyanthus variegate of hue, I 5 
With Lilies dale-delighting: . Thro' the midſt * 
Meandering of pure cryſtal flow'd a Stream 7 ( 
Ihe flowery banks reflecting: On each fide, P 
With homely Cots adorn'd, whoſe Habitants 1 
When ſorrow-ſunk, my voice of comfort footh'd. : II 
When ſickneſs-worn, my hand of care reliev'd, 0 
Tended, and, miniſtring to all their wants, A 


4 Inſtructed 


Week IV. THOUGHTS IN PRISON. 95 
Inſtructed in the language of the Skies! 
Dear was the Office, cheering was the Toil, 
And . like angelic felt "my Soul! 
| When lur'd , methought, by one of glittering hue, 
(Bright gleam'd the coronet upon his Brow, 
Rich glow'd his robe of crimſon, ermine deck'd) 
© I toil'd to gain a neighbouring mountain's top, 
Where blaz'd Preferment's Temple. So my Guide 
With ſmile complacent taught, and led me on, 
| Softening with artful ſpeech the tedious way, 
And arduous ever. As I roſe, the view | 
f Still gloomier ſeem'd, and dreary ; the trait path f 
Still ſtraiter; and more ſharp the pointed briars 
Entangling! With inſulting ſneers the croud, 
Preſſing the ſame bad road, juſtled me by; 
Or threw me proſtrate : Till fatigued, and faint, 
With feeble voice, exhauſted quite, I cried, 
. * Oh to my Vale reſtore me! to my Cots, 
e Illuſtrious Guide! my miniſtrations bleſt, 
Angelical and bleſſing!' With a look 
of killing ſcorn he eyed me: Inſtant down, 
N Precipitate daſh'd o'er me craggy rocks, 
£ | Tumbling tumultuous; and in dungeon dark, 
Illumin'd only by the furious glare 


of Lynx and Tigers' eyes, thro' hunger Fierce, 
d eager to devour, trembling 1 lay! 
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When, in a moment, thro' the dungeon's gloom 

Burſt Light reſplendent as the mid-day Sun, 

From adamantine ſhield of Heavenly proof, 
Held high by onz*, of more than human port, 
Advancing flow ; while on his tow” "ng creſt 

Sat Fortitude unſhaken: At his feet 

Crouch'd the half-famiſh'd Savages ! From earth 
He rais'd me, weeping, and with look of Peace 

Henignant pointed to a crimſon Crofs 

On his bright Shield pourtray'd. A milder form. 
Yet of celeſtial ſweetneſs, —ſuch as oft 
My raptur'd eyes have in the tablet trac'd 
Of unaffected PENITEN CE; of her 
Pleaſing fimilitude—the weeping Fair 
Early from royal, but unhallow'd love, 
To Gop's ſole ſervice flying F—Fam'd Le _ 
Thy glowing pencil's Maſter-piece!—Such ſeem”! 
REeyENTANCE, meek-approaching. From the FO 
Illumin'd and defended by Faith's ſhield, 
My trembling feet ſhe led ; and having borne. 
'Thro' perils infinite, and terrors wild | 
And various, —fainting almoſt my ſick ſoul-— | 
She left me at a gate of glittering gold, Z 
Which opened inftantaneous at the touch = 
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* Faith. | 
4 Madame de la Valiere. This fine Pifure is in the 
Le of the Car melite Nuns at Part 74, of 


FF 
. 


„ ele 
F 


Week IV. THOUCHTS IN PRISON, 97 
Of homely Porter*, clad in wolſey grey; 

And ever bending lowly to the ground 

His modeſt countenance! But what a ſcene, 

EA Admitted thro' the portal on my ſight 

| Tranſported ruſh'd! High on a ſapphire Throne, 
Amidſt a flame like carbuncle, ſat Love, 

2 Beaming forth living rays of Light and Joy 

On choral crowds of Spirits infinite, 

In Immortality and Glory cloth'd; 

And hymning lofty Strains to Minſtrelſy 

Of golden Harps accorded, in Hi: praiſe, 

6 Love, uncreate, eſſential; Love, which bled ; | 
Which bleeding blanch'dto pureſt white their robes, 
I And with eternal gold adorn'd their brows ! 


Diſolv-d, methought, and all my tenſes rapt 

I In vifion beatific, to a bank 

Ol purple Amaranthus was I borne 

By a ſuperior Genius. His white wings 

? Diſtilling Panacea, dove-like ſpread 

© Refreſhing fragrance o'er me: Firm of brow. 

bank maſculine he ſeem'd—th* ennobling Power 
Angelic, deſtin'd in the human heart 

Tonouriſn FxIENDSUTr's flame! Uprais'd my ey es 

As from a Trance returning —““ Spirit beloy d, 


* Humility, 
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"Ad 1 ever! 1' anxious ſtrait I cried, 
Thrice welcome to my wiſhes! Oh impart— 


For you can tell—in thefe delightful Realms 


Of happineſs ſupernal, ſhall we know,— 

Say, ſhall we meet and know thoſedeareſt Friends 
Thoſe tender Relatives, to whoſe concerns 
You miniſter appointed? ſhall we meet 

In mutual amity? mutual converſe hold, 

And live in Love immortal Oh relieve 

My aching heart's ſolicitude ; and ſay, 

Here ſhall I meet, here know, in boundleſs blis, 
Here view tranſported, H ER, my Life's beſt Friend, 
My Sorrows' faithful Soother?” —Guſhing tears 


Impetuous ſtopp'd my voice; and I awoke 
To Earth, to Night, to Darkneſs, and a Jail! 


April 14, 1777. 


END oy rus FOURTH WEEK, 
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WEEK THE FIFTH. 


FUTUR 1 T T. 


0 Ws DEVOTE?!” Thus! in the vera 
bloom 


. Of redolent Vouth and Beauty, on the Croſs | 

. Hung high her Motto“ SEHR, in Name, and 
Of that far better part, like Her ſo fam'd {choice 
| In ſtory evangelical !—Sweet Saint, 
Friend of my Soul, and ſoother of my Grief! 4 


is, 6 DEvoTED To DEaru.” From fourteen years of age 


4 * Miſs Mary Boſypauet, whoſe motto, cla a RY 
the dedicated herſelf to ſincere religion, and to the preſent 


* has perſevered in the moſt exemplary line of duty. 
Her letters to the author, in his laſt diſtreſs, afforded him 


| peculiar comtort. 
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100 THOUGHTS IN PRISON. Week V, 


Shall 7 then dread in age, and worn with woe, 
To meet the King of Terrors?—Coward Fear 
Of what we all muſt meet: The primal curſe 
Of our firſt Father reſts on all his Race, 

And © « Duſt to Duſt,” as Charter of Mankind! g 


5 But, were it pollble, oh! who would wiſh 
To ſtreteh the narrow ſpan, grown tedious, ſtale, 
With dull recurrence of the ſame dull acts, 
Ev'n in its happieſt ſtate ! a toilſome care, 
A wearying round of Clothing, Food, and Sleep: 
While chequer'd over with a thouſand ills 
Inevitably painful !—In our Frame 
Dwell, Death's Artillery, diſeaſes dire, 
And potent to diſlodge the brittle Life 

With agonies Heart-rending! In the Soul | 

Lurks Sin, the ſerpent, with her fiery ſting 
Of ſorrow, rankling in the Conſcience deep, 
Source of all mental miſery From withoxt, 
In cloſe battalion, a black troop of ills 
Level their deep-drawn Arrows at our peace; 
And fail not, as we paſs thro' Life's bad Road, 
To wound th' unguarded Traveller! Witneſs You 
Who groan diſtreſs'd beneath Oppreſſion's fcourge; 
Tngratitude's ſharp Tooth; the canker'd Tongue 
Of Slander; Fortuze's loſs; or, bitterer far, 
The loſs of Fame, and ſoul· connected Friends! 


Thus 
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Who wiſhes to retain ſo poor a Boon? 

Who fears to render the depoſit up 

To his bleſt Hands who gave it? And who thus 
Beneficent hath rang'd his moral plan, 
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Thus good with evil mix'd; from Earth's poor Love, 


(School of probation!) ſuffering Man to wean, 
And raiſe his hopes to Heaven! Silence then 
The whiſper of Complaint ; low in the duſt 
Diſſatis faction's Demons growl unkeard ! 

All, all is good, all excellent below: 

Pain is a bleſſing; ſorrow leads to Joy, 

joy permanent and ſolid ! Every ill 

© Bears with it love paternal: Nay, ev'n Death, 
Grim Death itſelf, in all its horrors clad, 

Is Man's ſupremeſt privilege ! It frees 


When will its welcome meſſage lay at peace 


* f 


W 


Familiar to thy : Siſter Sorrow's fold, | 
Would ſo delighted hug thee ! ! But tho low & 
Full oft the nobleſt quartys higheſt amm 


* 0 2 
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Thus tax'd, thus wretched, can the Man be wiſe, 


The Soul from Priſon, from foul Sin, from Woe, 
And gives it back to Glory, Reſt, and God! 
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My burden'd, beating Heart ?—Oh ftrange to point 
Thy Darts, inexorable Tyrant, there, [arms, 
Where Life laughs crown'd with roſes; when theſe. 
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102 5 Twovetts IN PRISON, Week V; 


Lov t, unſuſpetted, and with ſilent ſtep, 

To ſteal on the ſecure: Lov'ſt to deal round 
Tremendous and impartial thy ſtern ftrokes, 
Aſſerting terrible o'er human-kind 

Thuy empire irreſiſtible : And now 

At Monarchs, now at Mimicks, grinning ſcorn, 
Thy Hand indifferent hurls the twanging Shaft. 


Ah, what a groupe of primeſt Deer lie piere d, 
Thou Hunter all-victorious, at thy feet; 

Since to thy Empire dedicate I fell [ Grave, 
From Life's bright Hope, and languiſh'd in this 
This living, doleful Sepulchre immur'd ! 


Not all thy Gold or orient Pearl could fave 
Thee, Laſitania's Monarch, from the ſtroke 
Impending long and dread! Nor, TERRICEK “, thee, 

Thy Mitre and thy Rochet! Enſigns bleſt, 
When worn with ſanctity; then ſurely chang'd 
For Crown of Gold, and Robe of ſpotleſs white ! 


See, neither can the Coronet, nor Garb 

Of ermin'd pomp, from TEMPLE + turn aſide 

Ihe level'd Blow; nor, higher far in price, 
Th! uplifted ſhield of JaxssEx's honeſt Heart! 


* Biſhop of I. ondon. + Counteſs of Temple. 
Lo! 
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Week V. THOUGHTS IN PRISON, 103 


Lo! too, as if in ſcorn of purpled pride, 

And all Life's glories, in this high parade 
Funereal marches, tragic- Actor now, 

He who ſo late light on the comic ſock 
Trod the gay ſtage; and bade with Laughter's tur? i 


© - Jnvoluntary the throng'd "Theatres reſound! less 


Ah, food for worms, poor Wooο . ARD thou, n n 
Than Patriots, Princes, Counteſſes and Prieſts! 
Death ſcorns diſtinctions: But, deſpotic power, 
Cloth'd in his direſt terrors, HxRx he reigns, 
Here revels! Here, with bittereſt vengeance, ſhakes 
O'er trembling Conwids his determin'd ſhaft, 

And gluts himſelf with horror! See him lead. 
From yonder darkſome Cell, all pale with woe, 
That Stranger“ finking | who, in luck leſs hou . 
With raſh Hil piere 4 the boſom he a: lord, 

Nor drank of comfort more! Half i in his Heart 
The black lance foſtering Ricks ; and Death himſel/ . 
Howe'er relentleſs, ere he drives it home, 

Of ſtrange commiſeration toels a pang, 

Reluctant to his office! — 


Fut, "that 8 
Thrilling with dread—whence i is it! *Tis the v 


Of female miſery : Burſting thro' the run a 


C — 
CL 


25 Alluding to Toloſa, a poor unhappy Spuntard, lately 
executed for the murde r of his Female Friend. Ile took 
ſcarce any ſuſtenance from the time of the fact, and was 
7 moe than hali dead Whenconv S ye G to the place of execu:! ls 
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104 THOUGHTS IN PRISON, Week V. 
To the lone Dungeon, view that lovely form *, 
Deck'd in the neateſt white, yet not ſo white 


And wan as her wild viſage : Keep me not,” 


Raving ſhe cries, * Keep me not, cruel! from him. 


Hie dies this morn; I know it: He's condemn'd; 
Ihe dreadful Judge has done it! He muſt die, 
My Huſhand! and I'm come, clad in my beſt, 
* Togo and ſuffer with him! I have brought 

«© Sweet flowers to cheer him, and to ſtrew his corſe, 


Pale, pale, and ſpeechleſs lies it Huſband, come! 


he little infant, fruit of our glad loves, 

«© Smil'd on me, as with parting breath I bleſt, 

"y * And kiſs d the dear babe for thee! Tisbutyoung; 
* *Tis tender yet; — ſeven days is young in life: 

15 11 will guard my little innocent: 

*< They'll feed it, tho“ zhor could'ſt not find it food, 

And its poor Mother too! And ſo thou dy'ſt! 

For me and it thou dy'ſt! But not alone, 

Thou ſhalt not go alone; I will die with thee: 

«« Sweet Mercy be upon us! Hence, hence, hence!“ 


* This alſo alludes to a miſerable cataſtrophe, which 
happened here on the morning of a late execution. The 
poor young Woman who came to viſit her Huſband, had 
Jain-in but ſeven Days. As ſoon as the Huſband's fetters 
were knocked off, he ſtepped aſide, and cut his throat 
in a diſmal manner; but not quite ſufficiently to finiſh his 
exiſtence :— And in that ſhocking W his Qebt—at 


ttc deſtined place! 
Impetuo us 
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Impetuous then, her white arms round his neck 
Shethrew ; and, with deep groans would pierce a rock, 
Sunk fainting : Oh the Huſband's, Father's pangs, 
Stopping all utterance! Up to Heaven he roll'd 
His frantic eyes; and ſtaring wildly round 

In deſperation's madnefs, to his heart 
Drove the deſtructive ſteel !—Fell Death, 
Would'ſ thou a fuller triumph ?—Oh my Wife, 
How diſmal to our ears the ſhrieks, the groans!— 


And what a crowd of wild ideas preſs 


Diſtracting on the ſoul! . Merciful Heaven, 
« In pity ſpare vs! Say, It 1s enough, 
cc And bid the avenging Angel ſtay his hand!“ 


[talk 
Drarn . the plea; and with his thundering 


Bruſhing beſide us, calls, in ſolemn ſound, 

Heed to his dart grief- pointed. Its keen ſtroke, | 
Ah gentle ELEONORA“! gives at once 
Relief to thy 0 'er-burden'd breaſt ! to 0 

Anguiſh unutterable! Tis ours he wounds, 

Thou amiable friend !—whoſe languid eye 

Ne er rais'd a look from earth, fince that ſad hour, 
When ſunk my ſun! Thou, who from earlieſt youth 


Haſt humbly ſought thy God, thou art at peace: 


* Mrs. Dodd's ſiſter ; who, in the midſt of our ſorrows, 


x did—what ſhe never did before—augment them, by dying 
. of a heart broken with grief for our calamity, Oh miſery? 


Happy. 


106 THOUGHTS IN PRISON. Week V. 


Happy, thrice happy, on that golden ſhore, 
Where from the toſling of theſe troublous waves 
We ſoon ſhall land. Oh ſtay, Affectionate, 
Oh wait, and welcome us! Or, if in Heaven 
 VDlett faints retain concern for thoſe on earth 
Held in the deareft amity, become 8 
Thy darling fiſter's Guardian! As from youth, 
From childhood! s dawn, her dear maternal guide, 
| Be now, lov'd Spirit, in this hour of woe 

Her Angel-comfort, her ſupport ! 1 Alas, 

What talk I of ſupport! thou Mercy's Goo ! 
When all her conduct, by thy grace inſpir 4 
When all her patient gentleneſs and love, 
Her fortitude unparallel'd, and peace, 

Have Thee their Author: Be the glory * bine! 
But Pal my foul, -midſt theſe alarming calls, 
This dread familiarity with Death; _ 5 
Our common debt, from infancy's firſt "> E 
Denounc'd, expected, tho? its ſure approach 
Lurks in Uncertainty's obſcureſt night ;— 

Our common debt, which Babes and palfied Seers, 
Princes and pilgrims; equally muſt pay ;— 

Say, canſt thou feel reluctance to diſcharge 

The claim inevitable? Senſcleſs ge, 

Who in Life's gaudieſt moments fondly ſtrives 

T o turn his eyes unheeding from the view | 
Inftrudtire 
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Inſtructive. 'Midſt thoſe moments, deep it dwelt 
On my reflecting mind * ! a mind which liv'd 
More in the future than the preſent world; _ 
Which, frequent call'd by Duty's ſolemn volts 
From Earth's low ſcenes, on thoſe ſublimer far 
Hath ever thought delichted ; and thoſe thoughts 


' Conveying to mankind, in them deſires 


Its real tranſcript, its reſemblance true 

May be ſurvey'd—the Picture of itſelf, 

For, whatſoe'er may be our earthly State, 

The Mind's the Man. My humble labours, then, 
When reſts my part corporeal in the duſt, | 
Hang up my living portrait — And to give 


; Thoſe labours all their force, ſummon'd I ſtand | 
By awful Providence, to realize 
The theoretic Leſſons I have tau ght. 


And lo! compos'd, I fix my dying ſeal 

In atteſtation to their Truth, their Power, 

| Felt at my heart, my inmoſt conſcience felt; 

| Imparting triumph o'er Life's Love ; o'er Death 
| Conſummate exultation ! while my ſoul 


5 Longs to 0 forth, and panes? for endleſs my” 


But who can wonder, that amidft the woes, 


? 5 Like a ſwoln torrent, which with et roar 


BB, Reflections on Death—Thoughts on Epiphany—Ser 
| Z mon on Mutual Knowledge, &c. 


Have 


1 THOUGHTS IN PRISON, Week V. 


Have burſt deftrutive o'er me; *midſt the loſs 
Of all things dear, Fame, Honour, Peace, and Reſt; 
Amidſt the cruel ſpoiling of my Goods, 

The bittereſt rancour of envenom'd Spite, 

And Calumny unfeeling* ;—what ſurprize 
That my wean'd ſoul, above this worldly wreck, 
With anxious expectation waits the call | 

From melancholy Mourning, and dim Grief, 

To everlaſting Gladneſs? Powerful Hope, 

And all- ſufficient to ſuſtain the ſoul, 

Tho' walking thro” the darkeſt vale of woe! 


Who ſhall diſprove that Hope? or who pretend 
By ſubtle ſophiſtry that ſoul to rob : 
Of its chief anchor, choiceſt privilege, 
And nobleſt conſolation —*Stedfaft Faith 
In great FuTuRITY's extended ſcene : 
« ETERNITY OF BRING?“ All things round . 
Ariſe in brighteſt proof: I ſee it, feel it, 
Thro' all my faculties, thro” all my powers, 
Pervading irreſiſtible. Each groan _ 
Sent from my ſorrowing heart; each ſcalding teat 
From my convicted eyes; each fervent prayer 
By meek Repentance offer'd up to Heaven, 

* Numberleſs letters, of a moſt unchriſtian, horrid, ans 
cruel nature, were continually ſent to him in the height 0: 


his diftreſſes. Yet ſome of theſe letters were ſubſcribes, 
A Lady, A Chriſtian, or A Chriſtian Brother, 
| | e Aſſerte 
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Aſſerts my Immortality! proclaims 
A pardoning Deity, and future world. 
Nor leſs the thought, chill, comfortleſs, abhorr' d, 
Of loath'd Annibilation . From the view, 
Humiliating, mean, unworthy Man, 
Almoſt unworthy reptiles, —glad I turn, 

And triumph in exiſtence! Nay, each ill, 

And every mundane trouble, preaches loud 

| : The ſame important truth. I read i it fair 
And legibly engrav'd on all below: 
On all the inequalities diſcern'd 

In this perplexing, mix'd, and motley ſcene; ; 
In every rank and order of Mankind“; 
Nay, in the wiſeſt ſyſtem of our laws, 

| Inadequate, imperfect, —and full oft 

| Unjuſt and cruel; in this diſmal Jail, 

And in the proudeſt palaces alike, 

I read, and glory to trace out the marks. 
Irrefragably clear of future Life; 
Of Retribution's juſt and equal ſtate. 
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: So Reason urges: while fair NaTURE's ſelf, 
At this ſweet Seaſon +, joyfully throws in 


Ses Macleane's Anſwer to Jenyns, &c. p. 32. 

I SyRING: See my Poem on the Epiphany, ver. 131, 

c. I would have that Poem confidercd, in dependance 

F with this, as my Serious Thoughts on the ſe awful ſubjetts, 
in an early period of my 1fe; and which, in this loſt nd 

dreadful one, I find no reaſon to alter. Re” -. = 
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Her atteſtation lovely: bids the Sun, 

All-bounteous, pour his vivifying light 

To rouſe, and waken from their wintery death 
The Vegetable Tribe! Freſh from their Grayes, 

At his reſiſtleſs ſummons, ſtart they forth, 3 

A verdant Reſurrection! In each Plant, | 
Each Flower, each Tree to blooming Life reſtor d, 

I trace the pledge, the earneſt, and the type | 
Of Man's Revival; of his future Riſe 

And Victory o'er the Grave, —compell d to yield 

Her ſacred, rich depoſit, from the ſeed 1 | 
Corrupt and mortal, an immortal frame 

_ Glorious and incorruptible ; like Hrs, 

'The Sun of Righteouſneſs, whoſe living power ; 
The mighty work ſhall operate! Yes, bright ſource 
Of ſpiritual Life !—the immaterial World | 
Pervading, quickening, glaadening,—in the Rays 

| Full-orb'd,of RævLATlox, thy prime Gift, 

I view diſplay'd magnificent and full 

What Reaſon, Nature, in dim darkneſs teach, 

Tho! viſible, not diſtin : I read with joy 
Man's high Prerogative; tranſported read 
The certain, clear Diſcovery of Life 
And Immortality, announc'd by Thee, 

Parent of Truth, celeſtial Viſitant, 

Fountain of all intelligence divine! 

Of that high Immortality the King, „ 

V And 
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And of hat Life the Author ! How Man mounts, 
Mounts upon Angel-Wings, when fief'd, ſecur' d 
In that ſublime Inheritance; when ſeen 
As a terreſtrial ſtranger kate ; a god 
Confin'd a-while in Priſon of the fleſh, 
Soon, ſoon to ſoar, and meet his Brother-gods, 
His Fellows, in Eternity How creeps, 
How grovels Human Nature ! What a Worm, 
An Inſect of an Hour, poor, ſinful, ſad; 
Deſpis'd and deſpicable, reptile-like 
Crawls Man, his moment on his ant-hill here ; 
Marking his little ſhining path with Slime, — 
If limited to Earth, and Earth's brief round, 
His painful, narrow views! Like the poor Moth, 
By lights delufive to deſtruction led; 
Still ſtruggling oft its horrors to evade, 
Still more and more involv'd ; in Flame he lives 
His tranſient toilſome minute; and expires 
In een Smoke 
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Hv ME, Wan art gone! 
Amidft the Catalogue of thoſe mow'd down 
By Time's huge Scythe, late noted *; Thou, be ſure, 
| Waſt not forgotten! AuTror, Thou haft gain'd 
| Thy vaſt Ambition's ſummit: Fame was thine ; | 


 * Fee page 150, and Mr. Hume's Life, written by himſelf; 
. with a Letter by Dr. Smith, ging : an account of his Death. 


Wealth | 
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Wealth too, beyond thy ampleſ wiſh 8 bound, 
 Encompaſs'd thee: And lo, the pageant ends! 
For who, without compaſſion's generous tear, 
Thy Mind, at once capacious and humane, 
Can view, to Truth, to Hope immortal dead? 
'Thy penetrating Reaſon, ſubtle, itrong, 
Hoodwink'd by dark Infatuation's veil ; 

And all thy fine and manly ſenſe employ 'd, 
Ev'n on Eternity's thrice-awful verge, 

To trifle with the wonders of a State 

| ReſpeRably alarming ! of a State 
Whoſe Being gives to Man—had given to 7 bee, 
(Accepted by the humble hand of Faith) | 


True Glory, ſolid Fame, and boundleſs Wealth! 


T reaſures that wax not old. 


Oh the high bleſſings of 1 3 
Man's firſt and richeſt Grace! Of Virtue, Truth, 
Knowledge and Exaltation, certain Source, 
And moſt abundant: Pregnant of all good ; 
And, poor in ſhew, to treaſures infinite 
Infallibly conducting; her ſure gift! 
So, when old ems has deform'd the Year, 
We view, on fam'd Burgundia's craggy cliffs, 
The flow vines, ſcarce diſtin, on the brown Earth 
Neglected lie and groveling;—promiſe poor, 
From plant ſo humble, of the ſwelling grape 


In * cluſters purpling o'er the hills — 
W her 
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When all impregnating rolls forth the Sun, 
And from the mean ſtalk pours a luſcious flood 
Of juice nectareous thro' the laughing land! 


Nervous Eſſayiſt! haply had thy pen, 
Ol maſculine ability, this theme _ 
Purſued intelligent; from lowly Heart 
Delineating true the features mild 
Of genuine Humility ; Mankind, 
| Now wilder d by thy ſophiſtry, had bleſs'd . 
And honour'd well thy teaching : Whilſt thyſelf. 
| Secure had ſall'd and happy; nor been caſt 
On Price's black Rocks, or empty Scorn's bleal 
| [ Shore! 
Proud "ES, ow poor and blind! How it at once 
Deſtroys the fight, and makes us think we ſee! 
White deſperate Ridicule in Wit's wild hands 
implants a dangerous weapon! How it warps 
From clear diſcernment, and concluſions juſt, 
ven captive Reaſon's ſelf! How gay ſoe er 
(an miſplac'd gaiety, on ſuch a theme) 8 
i In Life's laſt Hour -on Charon's crazy Bart, 
| On Fartarus and Elyſcum, and the Pomp 
1 >olemn and dreaded of dack Pagans Hell; 


iny reaſoning powers knew BT full well to draw | 


| Deductions true from Fables groſs as theſe, 
| By Poet's fancy heighten'd! Well thou knew'ft 
| The deep intelligence, the folid truth 
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f Conceal! 4 beneath the myſtic tale; "well knew ſt 
Fables like theſe, familiar to Mankind 
In every Nation, every Clime, through Earth 
Widely diſſeminate, through Earth proclaimd 
In language ftrong, intelligent and clear, 
A future State retributive:“ Thou knew'ſt, 
That in each Age the W/e embrac'd the Truth, 
And gloried in an Hope, how dim ſoe'er, 
Which Thoz, amidſt the Blaze, the Noon- day Blaze 
Of Chriſtian information, madly ſcorn'dſt 
And diedft inſulting! Hail of ancient Times, 
b Worthies and fam'd Believers ! Plato, hail! 
And thou, immortal Socrates of Rome 
Prime ornament and boaſt! my Tully, hail ; 
Friend and companion of my ſtudious life, 
In eloquence and ſound philoſophy _ 
Alike ſuperlative !—With minds enlarg'd, 
Vet teachable and modeſt, how ye ſought, 
' You and your kindred ſouls, how daily dug 
For Wiſdom, as the Labourer in the Mines! 
How grop'd, in Fancy's and dark Fable's night, 
Your way aſſiduous, painful! How diſcern'd 
By the mind's trembling, unaſſiſted light, — 
(Or, haply, aided by a ſcatter'd ray 
Of diſtant Revelation, half extinct) = 
The glimmer of a dawn; the twinkling ſtar 8 ; 
Of Day-light far remote! How figh'd fincere 
For fuller information! and how long'd, 


How 
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How panted for admiſſion to that World 

O'er which hung veils impervious! Sages, yes, 
Your fearch ingenuous proves it : every page 
Immortal of your writings ſpeaks this truth! 
Hear, ye minute Philoſophers ; ye here 

Of mean Half-thinkers, who chief glory place 

In boldneſs to arraign and judge your Gop, 

And think that ſingularity is ſenſe! _ 

Hear, and be humbled : Soct ati himſelf *— 
And hin you boaſt your Maſter, — would have fall'n 
In humble, thankful reverence at the Feet 
Of Jesvs—and drunk Wiſdom from his Tongue!“ 


Divineit Fountain! From the copious Stream 
Then drink we freely, gladly, plenteous draughts 
Of ever-living Wiſdom ; Knowledge clear, 

And otherwiſe attainleſs, of that ſtate 

Supernal, glorious; where, in Angel- form | 
And Angel-bleſſedneſs +, from Death's dread power, 
From Sin's dominion, and from Sorrow's ſenſe 
Emancipated ever, we ſhall ſhare 

Complete, uninterrupted, boundleſs bliſs; 3 
Laceſſant flowing forth from God's right hand, 
Well of perennial j Joy ?! Our moral powers, 


* Alluding to his celebrated Wiſh of Divine Illumination 
from ſome ſuperior Power. 


. +. aN. — 7 dee Plalm 3 
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By perfect pure Benevolence enlarg'd, 
With univerſal Sympathy ſhall glow 
Love's flame ethereal ! and from Gop himſelf, 
Love's primal Source, and ever-bleſſing Sun, 
Receive, and round communicate the warmth 
Of Gladnels and of Glory! Then ſhall rule, 
From dregs of ſordid intereſt defecate, 
Immortal Friendſbip. Then too ſhall we trace 
With minds congenial and athirſt for Truth 
Sincere and ſimple, — the Creator's works, 
IIlumin'd by the intellectual ſoul, 
Refin'd, exalted Ani mating thoupht! 
To talk with Plato, or with Neawtor tread 
Thro' Empyrean ſpace the boundleſs track 
Of ſtars erratick, or the comet vague 
With fiery luſtre wandering thro' the depths _ 
Of the blue void, exhauſtleſs, infinite; = 
While all its wonders, all its myſtic uſe, 
Expand themſelves to the admiring fight! 


| Deſcending then from the celeſtial range 

Of planetary worlds, how bleſt to walk 

And trace with thee, Nature's true Lover, Haus, 
An ſcience ſage and venerable—trace 

Thro' VEOGETATTIOx's principle, the God! 
Read in each tube, capillary, and root, 
In m_ leaf and bloſſom, fruit and flower, 

eee Creatin 
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Creative Energy, conſummate Art, 
Beauty and bounty blended and complete! 
Oh what a burſt of wiſdom and delight, 
Intelligence and pleaſure, to engage 
Th' enraptur' t mind for ages! Twere too ſhort 
Eternity itſelf, wich reaſoning queſt 
To ſearch, to contemplate great Nature's Gop 
Thro' all his Nature's works! Suns, Stars, and Skies, 
With all their vaſt and elemental ſtore: 
Seas, With their ny myriads: Birds, that wing 
With glittering pinions the elaſtic air, 
And fill the woods with muſic : Animals, 
2008 feed, that clothe. that labour for their Lord, 
Proud Man; and half up to his reaſon climb 
By inſtinct marvellous! Fruits, that infinite 
in « glow and tate retreſn Creation's toil; 
And Flowers, that rich in Cent their incenſe ſweet, 
—Oclicigus offering both to Cop and MAN. 


7 L RD 
Breathe rec From PI ODS Arn Ade 1 hues, 


And ſpeak c leni Kindneſs! Then, from theſc 
His leffer wonders—Fam'd Anuatomiſte, | 
Ye, wha with ſerupulous, but ſtill painful fearch, 
Pore doubtful in the dark receſs of Life 
Then turn we, Gefen + to Man; ſo form'd 
With fear and wonder by the « Maſter hands 
And learn we, from diſcovery of the ſprings 
Of this divine 2:::matin ;_ the blood 
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In nimble currents courſing thro? the veins 
And purple arteries; the fibres fine; 

The tubal nerves, ſo ramified, and quick 

To keen ſenfation; all the various parts 

So complicate, yet diſtinct; adapted each 

Its functions with minuteneſs to fulfil, 

While to the one great end concurring all 
With harmony unvarying !—Learn we hence 
The Wiſdom exquiſite, which gave to life, 
To motion, this his prime, his chief machine! 
And ſuperadded, in his Love's diſplay, 
The /ou/'s ſuperior, intellectual rule; 


. Connection wonderful! and till that hour 


Of all- expanding Knowledge, to Man's mind 
Inexplicable ſtill, and ſtill unknown! 


Ho riſe upon the thought, to truth attent, 
Truths new and intereſting, midſt this field 

Of univerſal Science — Nor ſhall then 

The Spirit's ſeat and influence on our frame, 

_ Groſs and material, be alone evoly'd 

To our aſtoniſh'd view. SP1R1T itſelf, 

Its nature, properties, diſtinctions, powers, 
Deep ſubject of inveſtigation deep, 
And chief Reſolver of Man's anxious doubts; "= 
Tho' to his fight impoſſible, or ſearch, 
While darken'd by mortality—ſhall riſe, 


Soon 


Week V. THOUGHTS IN PRISON. 119 


Soon as he burſts the barrier of the Grave, 
Clear and familiar on his ſight enlarg'd ; 

Seen in himſelf, beatified, and cloth'd 

With ſpiritual glory : in the Angelic world 
Seen and admir'd. And,—oh ecttatic view, 
Whoſe ſight is perfect bliſs, transforming, pure *,-—- 
Seen and ador'd in Thee, great Lit and Laſt, 
Sole, ſelf-exiſtent Thou, the gracious Cauſe _ 
Of all exiftence ; Infinitely bleſt, 

Yet pleas'd with life and being to impart 
That bleſſing to innumerous creatures round! 
 Syigtr of the Univerſe, thro' all diffus'd, 
And animating all! Dread Tx1uxz Gopt, 
With beams exhauſtleſs of Eternal Love, 


* There muſt be Sympathy in the Future State, to rende 
it uniformly complete and perfect. We can have no ph 
dure in God, or Gop in Us, but from that ſympathy, ar; 
ſing from ſimilitude. We muſt be made like Gor to enjoy 
8 viſion. Bring a bad man to Heaven, with a ton! 
encruſted and ſenſualized, he would have no pleaſure in it, 
nor could he endure the fight ; any more than reptil-s, tha: 
grovel in a cave amidſt filth and darkneſs, could cndvre ihe 
ſplendors of the mid-day Sun. Shakſpeare's deforiptivun u. 
in this view, highly animated: 
For Vice, tho” to a radiant Angel link"&d, 
& Would fate itſelf in a celeſtial bed, 
* And prey on garbage.” 
+ See Macleane's Anſwer to Jenyns, p. 2. 
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Of Life, of Glory, from thy central Throne 
Shining beneficent ; and kindling warm | 
In every Being ſubject to thy Rule, 
Devotion's Rapture and Thankſgiving's Song 
Mellifluous Songs, and Hallelujahs high! 


New wonders elevate! For not alone 
By Contemplation up to Nature's Gop 
From Nature's works aſcending, ſhall the Soul 
Beatified receive in future Bliſs 
Acceſſions of Delight through endleſs day ;— 
Lo, what a ſcene, engaging and profound, 
Preſents itſelf the darkening curtain drawn 
From the high Acts of Providence, diſplay'd 
In one clear view conſiſtent; in one end 
Important, grand, concentering : one deſign 
Superlatively gracious, through the whole 
Purſued invariably ; ev'n from the hour 
When paſs'd the ſentence on the Serpent's head, 
To that thrice-awful moment, when the Sox 
His Victor-Car o'er Death and Hell ſhall dri ve 
Triumphant, and bolt faſt the gates of Time! 


Unroll'd the myſtic Volume, we behold 
In characters of wiſdom ftrong pourtray'd 
The Riſe and Fall of Empires; in thy hand 
Omnipotent, or inſtruments of good, 
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Or of thy Juſtice punitive and dread 

Awful diſpenſers! There, of Heroes, Kings, 
ages and Saints, of Prophets and of Prieſts, 
Thy diſtributions, difficult but wiſe, 
Diſcerning, ſhail we gratefully adore : 

And in the long, long chain of ſeeming Chance, 
And Accidents fortuitous, ſhall trace | 
Omni ſcience all-combining, guiding all! 

No diſpenſations then will ſeem too hard, 
Through temporary ills to bliſsful life 
Leading, tho' labyrinthal! All will ſhine 

In open day: all, o'er the mighty plan, 
Diſcover THERE, with Wiſdom infinite 
Preſiding glorious : All thy ſtedfaſt truth, 

And love paternal, manifeſt ; while falls 

The proſtrate World of Spirits, Angels, Saints, 
In Adoration's homage fore thy throne! 


Nor to our Earth, or Farth's poor confines bound z. 
The Soul dilated, glorified and free, 15 
On Seraph's wings ſhall ſoar, and drink in glad, 
New draughts of high delight from each ſurvey 
Ot its Creator's Kingdoms ! Pleas'd ſhall paſs 
From Kar to ſtar ; from planetary worlds, 

8 And ſyſtems far remote, to ſyſtems, worlds 

| Remoter ſtill, in boundleſs depths of Space; 

Each peopled with its,myriads. and ſhall learn 

| | 4; FE The 
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The wiſe and ſtrict dependance of the whole; 
Concatenation ſtriking of Thy works, 

All- perfect, mighty Maſter ! Wonder-loſt 

In the vaſt view of Syſtems numberleſs, 

All regular, in one eternal round 

Of beauteous order rolling! All deſign d 
With {kill conſummate; tending to one goal; 
And manifeſting all, in e e | 
Tranſparent as the diamond's brilliant blaze, 
Their Sovereign Ruler's Unity of Will, 

His all-efficient Wi/dom, and his Lowe, 


In Grace and Glory infinite; the chain 


Connecting firm, and through its every link 
Transfuſing Life's ineffable delights ! | 

Oh Goodneſs Providential ! ſleepleſs Care! 
Intent, as ever bleſt, to bleſs the whole! 

What plaudits from that Whole are due, ſtall by rſt 
From full Creation's Univerſal Choir ! 


Then, oh tranſporting! ſhall the Scheme profound, 
Heaven's labour, and of Angels' anxious thought 
Sublimeſt meditation ;—then ſhall blaze 
In fulleſt Glory on the Race redeem'd : 

RE DEM TIOx's boundleſs Mercy!-Highin Heav'n» 
To millions bleſt, rejoicing in its Grace, 

And hymning all its bounties, ſhall the Cre, 

Thy Croſs, All-conquering SAVIO UR! be diſplay'd; 
While 
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While Seraphs veil their glories; and while men, 
Thronging innumerable, proftrate fall 

Before thy feet; and to the bleeding LAB 
A their free Salvation! — 


Midſt that throng 
Of Spies jullißed, and thro' Thy blood 
| Cleans'd, perfected and bleſt, might I be found, 
Io ſcenes ſo high exalted ; to ſuch views 
Ennobling brought, ſuch intellect refin'd, 
Such Light and Love, ſuch Holineſs and Peace; 
Such Spheres of Science, and ſuch Realms of Reſt ! 
Ah, how I'd ſcorn the paſſage ftrait of Death, 
How doleful e'er, and horrid! How I'd look 
With ſtedfaſtneſs unſhaken through the Grave, 
And ſmile o'er all its ſadneſs! How I'd riſe 
Exulting, great Forerunner, o'er the waves 
And bitterneſs of Life! How, ſmiling, court 
Ev'n the fell hand of Horror, to diſmiſs 
From Earth, from Darkneſs, my delighted ſoul 
| To Heaven, to God, and everlaſting Day! 


Teacher of Truth, bleſt JESU !—On the throne 
Of majeſty co-equal Thou who ſitt'ſt 

From all Eternity in Glory's blaze 

| With thy Almighty Father ! Thou, benign, 

| From boſom of that Father haſt brought down 
Intell gence 
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Intelligence to Man of this bleſt ſtate 
Conſolatory, rational; and fraught 
With every good beyond the higheſt reach 
Of Man's ſupreme conception! How ſhall then. 
In equal language Man his homage pay, 
Or grateful laud thy goodneſs! Sons of Greece, 
Or ye, who in old Times, of ſevenfold Nile, 
Proud Tyber, or the Ganges ſacred flood 
Religious drank, and to your demons dark 
Paid Superſtition's tribute ;—tho' I trace 
Delighted, in your viſions of the world 
Beyond the Grave, your dreams of Future Life, SHE 
Proofs of that Life's firm credence, of your Faith 
In the ſoul's deathleſs Nature ;— Yet with tears 
Of human Pity, humbled o'er the ſenſe 
Of human Imbecility, I read 
Your futile fables, puerile and poor; 
'To the Soul's life, to Virtue's godlike Love 
Unanimating, uſeleſs ; while illum'd 
By Goſpel-/plendor,—elfſe, no doubt, as dark 
And worthy pity—owns my heart rejoic'd, 
That Goſpel's eminence of Wiſdom, 'Truth,. F 
And heavenly Emanation, in jts traits = © 


Of future Life ſuperlatively drawn! | 


And who could paint that life, that ſcene 4 abe 
Immortal, and All- glorious, — from the view 


Ct 
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Of mortals ſhrouded ever, —ſave the Sox, 
Who from Eternity that life enjoy'd ; 
And came in condeſcenſion to reveal 


| A glimpſe of its perfection to Mankind? 


Preſumption vain and arrogant, in Man, ion! 4 
To think of ſketching with his weak, faint line, 
A ſcene ſo much above him! And behold 1 
That vain Preſumption puniſh'd as it ought, : 
In Araby's Impiſtor, dark and lewd; 


Who dar'd, with temporary follies fraught, _ 5 ö 
And low Self, intereſt, ſtalking in the van | 1 
Of mad Ambition's route to cheat his train, 1 
Deluded by his darings, with the hope 4 
Of ſenſual raviſhment, and carnal joys ? 
Perpetual in the Paradiſe of Gop ; | | 


Reſerv'd for Sons of Murder and of Luſt! 


Shame on the impious madneſs!—Nor leſs ſhame 


Muſt Truth indignant dart on thoſe, who boaſt 14 

: i 1 5 
Excluſive Chriſtianity; yet dare, | | 1 
Preſumptuous, in their fancied Penal Fire 1 


To fetter the free Soul, till the foul ſins 
Done in its days of nature be purged out, 
| © And burn'd away *;” unleſs by lucky chance 


See H amlet. 


The 


That Excellence, thoſe Wonders: — Where nor Death, 
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The oft-repeated m/s, thro' potent gold, — _ 


All- ſacred influence !—gain'd, unlocks the door 


Of diſmal Priſon-houſe; and gives the ſoul 


Enfranchis'd, up to PRTER's better care! 


Prepoſterous, weak deluſion ! ſtrange reproach 
To Chriſtian ſapience, .and to manly ſenſe! 


But not to CurtsT's true Ggſpel, and the Code 


Of Revelation pure ; before whoſe Light, | 
Reſplendently informing, Fables old 

Like theſe, and vain {of Ignorance the birth, 

Or coinage ſacerdotal, in an age | 
Of groſs Cimmerian darkneſs), growling hide 
Their ignominious heads: As birds of night, 
Reptiles, and beaſts of prey before the Sun, 


_ Mounting the miſty hills, in ſplendor rob d, 


And beaming all around refulgent ay 


Other, far other, from that luminous Code 
Breaks on the rational, enlighten'd mind 


In perfect Beauty that exalted ſtate, 
Of whoſe high Excellence our fight hath Gar'd, 


How dim ſoe'er, to take an humble glimpſe, | 
And peep into its wonders But what tongue 


Of Man in language adequate can tell, 


What mortal pencil worthily pourtray 


Nor 
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Nor Sir, nor Pain ſhall enter ever ;—where, 
Each Ill excluded, every Good ſhall reign ; 


Where Day ſhall ne'er decline; but ceaſeleſs Light 


—The Lams's eternal luſtre—blazing bleſs 
With ſalutary Glory! where ſhall ſmile 

One Spring unvarying; and glad Nature teem 
Spontaneous with exuberance of Bounty! 
Where, inimmortal health, the Frame ſublim'd, 
Reſin'd, exalted thro' the chymick Grave, pos 
In union with the Soul made perfect, pure, 
And to the likeneſs of its God transform'd; 

| Shall find for every ſenſe divine employ, 
Gratification ample, exquiſite, 

Angelical and holy : Chief in ſight, 

In viſion beatific of its Gop ; 

In bleſt communion of his Love; in praiſe, 

| High choral praiſe, ſtrungeto the golden harp 

| In uniſon eternal, with the throng, 

| Thouſands of Thouſands that ſurround the Throne, 
| And feel his praiſe their Glory and their Bliſs ! 


| There too his Works conſtant th' adoring Soul 
| Shall pleas'd inveſtigate ; and conſtant find 

| Freſh well-ſpring of delight; there conſtant ſhare 
The lov'd Society and Converſe hig | 

| Of all the Good, the Wiſe, the waly Great 

Of every Age and Clime; with Saints and Seers | 
| Divine 


* 
| 
| 

1 
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Divine communication holding, rapt 
Perpetually in new and deep diſplays 


Of Wiſdom boundleſs, and of perfect Love. 
Then too, oh Joy! amidſt this blaze of good, 
: This conſummation rich of higheſt bliſs; 


Then ſhall we meet,—meet never more to part, 


Dear, dear, departed Friends! and then enjoy 
Eternal Amity, My Parents then, [checke 
My Youth's Companions *! 


Dry the unworthy Tear! Where art Thou, Dea!/? 
Is This a cauſe for mourning ?—What a ſtate 
Of Happineſs exalted lies before me ! 


o, my bar'd boſom ! Strike: I court the blow : 
1 long, I pant for everlaſting Day, 
For Glory, Immortality, god Gop ! 

| - [thus 


Bur, ah! why droops my Soul? why o'er me 


Comes a chill cloud? Such triumph well bai 


The Hnithful Chriſtian; Thee had ſuited well, 


If haply perſevering in the Courle, 

As firſt thy Race exultingly began. 

But Thou art fallen, fallen! Oh, my Heart, 
What dire compunction !—ſunk in foul offence, 


A Priſoner, and condemn'd : An outcaſt vile; 


Bye- word and ſcorn of an indignant World, 


* See Thoughts on the Epiphany, ver. 331, &c- 


- | . W 5 1 


From my moiſten'd 


i„ . I. 


Week V. THOUGHTS IN PRISON. 129 


Who reprobate with Horror thy ill Deeds; 
Turn from thee loath'd; and to damnation juſt 
Aſſign, unpitying, thy devoted Head, 

Loaded with every Infamy! 


"Dread Ges 
Of Juſtice and of Mercy! wilt T hou too, | 

| In fearful Indignation on my Soul, 

My anguiſh'd Soul, the door of pity - ule, 

| And ſhut me from Ihee ever?—Lo! in duſt, 


Humiliant, proftrate, weeping fore thy Throne— | 


| Before thy Croſs, oh dying Friend of Man, 

| Friend of repentant Sinners, I confeſs, 

And mourn my deep Tranſgreflions ; as the fand 
Innumerous, as the glowing crimſon red: 

With every Aggravation, every Guilt 
Aceumulate and burden'd ! Againit Light, TT 
'Gainſt Love and cleareſt Knowledge perpetrate! 
Stamp'd with Ingratitudès moſt odious ſtain ; 

| Ingratitude to Tree ; whoſe favouring Love 


| Had bleſs'd me, had diſtinguiſh'd me with Grace, 


| With Goodneſs far beyond my wiſh or worth! 
Ingratitude to Mar ; whoſe partial Ear 
Attended to my Doctrine with delight; _ 
| And from my Zeal conſpicuous juſtly claim'd 
Conſpicuous Example Lord, I ſink 
O erwhelm'd wich ſelk. eonviction, with diſmay, 

K With 
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With anguiſh and confuſion paſt compare ! 
And could I weep whole Seas of briny Tears 
In painful penitence ; could I deplore 
From my Heart's aching Fountain, Drop by Drop, 
My Crimes and Follies ; my deep Grief and Shame, 
For vile diſhonour on thy Goſpel brought; : 
For vile diſcredit to my Order done; 
For deep Offence againſt my Country's Laus; 6: 
For deep Offence to Piety and Man ; 
A patriarchal Age would be too ſhort 
To ſpeak my Sorrows, and lament my Sins; 
Chief, as J am, of Sinners! Guiltier far 
Than He who, falling, at the Cock's ſhrill call 
Roſe, and repented weeping : Guiltier far— 
I dare not ſay, than Judas for my Heart 
Hath ever lov'd,—could never have betray'd, 
Oh never, never, Thee, dear Lord! to Death; 
Tho' cruelly, unkindly and unwiſe, | 
That Heart hath ſacrific'd its Truth and peace, | 
For what a ſhameful, what a paltry Price 
Jo Sin, detefted Sin; and done Thee wrong, 
Oh bleſſed Source of all its Good, its Hope! 
For, tho* thus ſunk, thus ſinful, ſorrowing thus, 
It dare not, cannot Judas Crime commit, 
Laſt Crime, —and of thy Mercy, Lord, deſpair! 
But, conſcious of its Guilt; contrite and plung'd 
In loweſt {clt-abjettion, in the * | 
0: 
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Of ſad compunction, of repentance due 
And undiſſembled, to thy CRoss it cleaves, 
And cries for—ardent cries for Mercy, Lord! 
Mercy, its only Refuge! Mercy, CHRIST! 
By the Red Drops that in the Garden guſh'd. 
'Mid thy Soul's anguiſh from Thee! By the Drops 
That Gown thy precious Temples, from the Crown 
Of Agony diſtill'd! By thoſe that fow'd 
From thy pierc'd Hands, and bleſſed Feet fo free; ; 
By all thy Blood, thy Sufferings, and thy Death, 
Mercy, oh Mercy, Jesus! Mercy, Thou, 
Who erſt on David, with a clement Exe, | 
When mourning at thy Footſtool, deign'dſt to look. 
Thou, who th' adulterous Magdalen forgav'ſt, 
When in the winning garb of penitence 
Contrite ſne knelt, an« nd with her flowing Tears 
Waſh'd lowly thy lov'd Feet! Nor thou the Thief, 
Ev'n in the lait, the ittereſt Hour of Pain, 
Refuſedſt, gracious ! Nor wilt Thou refuſe 

My humble 1 upplication! nor reject 

My broken, bleeding Heart, thus offer'd up 

On true Contrition's Altar; while thro' Thee, 
Only thro' Thee acceptance do J hope, 

Thou bleeding Love! conſummate Advocate, 
Prevailing Interceſſor, great High Prieſt, 
Almighty Sufferer! Oh look pitying down! 


K 2 On 
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On thy ſufficient Merits I depend ; 
From thy unbounded Mercies I implore 
The Look of Pardon, and the Voice of Crace,— 
Grace, Grace !—ViRorious Conqueror over Sin, 
O'er Death, o'er Hell, for Me, for all Mankind ; 
For Grace I plead : Repentant at thy Feet 
I throw myſelf, unworthy, loft, undone; 
Truſting my Soul, and all its dear concerns, 
With filial reſignation to thy Will: 
Grace. —ſtill on Grace my whole reliance bui It! 
Glory to Grace triumphant and to Thee, 
Diſpenſer bounteous of that ſovereign Grace! 
Jesvus, thou King of Glory! at thy call 
come obedient : Lo, the future World 
Kxpands its views tranſporting ! Lord, I come ; 
And in that World Eternal trait to *plaud, 
With all Carats ogy Sons, thy glorious Grace! 
[ Grave 
Then farewell, oh my Friends! light o'er my 
The green ſod lay, and dew it with the Tear 
Of Memory affectionate! And Tau 
—'The Curtain dropt deciſtre -h my Foes, 
Vour rancour drop; and, candid, as I am | 
Speak of Me, hapleſs! Then you'li ſpeak of oN, 
Whoſe Boſom beat at Pity's gentleſt touch 
From earlieſt infancy : Whoſe boyiſh mind 
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In acts bumane and 17 0 ever joy d; 

And who,—that temper by his inmoſt ſenſe 

Approv'd and cultivate with conſtant care, — 

Melted thro' Life at Sorrow's plaintive tale; 

And urg d, compaſſionate with pleaſure ran 

To ſoothe the Sufferer, and relieve the Woe! 

| Of owe, who, though to humble Fortune bred, 

With ſplendid Generoſity's bright form 

Too ardently enamour'd, turn d his ſight 

Deluded, from Frugality's juſt care, 

And Parſimony needful! Ox x, who ſcorn d 

Mean love of Gold, yet to that power, —his ſcorn 

Retorting vengeful, — a mark'd victim fell! 

Of ox x, who, unſuſpecting, and ill-form'd 
For the World's ſubtleties, his bare breaſt bore 
Unguarded, open; and, ingenuous, thought 
All Men ingenuous, frank and open too! _ 
Of ox, who, warm with human paſſions, ſoft 
To tendereſt impreſſions, frequent ruſh'd _ 5 
Precipitate into the tangling maze 
Of Error ;—inftant to each fault alive 

Who, in his little Journey through the World— | 

| Miſled, deluded oft, miſtook his way; 

Met with bad Roads and Robbers, for his ſteps 

| Infidious lurking: And, by cunning craft 

Of Fellow-Travellers ſometimes deceiv'd, 

Severely felt of Cruelty and Scorn, Ba 
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f Envy, Malice, and of ill Report *, 
The heavy Hand oppreſſive! Ox x, who brovght 
From Ignorance, from Indiſcretion blind, — 
IIls numerous on his Head; but never aim'd, 


* The following is a ſtriking Inſtance; and an alarming 
proof, that Calumny and Slander will one day grievoully 
afflict the conſcious mind. A Clergyman, with whom L 
had lived in much Friendſhip, always ready to ſhew him 
every proof of civility, and for whom I had much eſtcem 3 
after an abſence of a twelve-month or more, ſent me a line, 
that he was then in a dangerous fate, apprehenſive of ſpeedy 
death, I flew to my Friend will all zeal and ſpecd; and 
found him, as it ſeemed, in a very dangerous way. Almoſt 
as ſoon as he ſaw me, he bur into tears, and claſping my 
hands vehemently, ſaid, ** Oh, my dear Doctor! I could 
<« not die in peace without ſceing you, and earneſtly im- 
«© ploring your pardon. For amidſt all the ſeeming friend- 
* ſhip I ſhewed, I have been your bitter Enemy! I have 
done all I could on every occaſion to traduce and leſſen 
«« you! Envy, baſe Envy alone, being my motive; for 1 
e could not bear the brilliancy of your reputation, and the 
* ſplendor of your abilities. Can you forgive me?“ | 


I was ſhocked ; but with great truth told him to be per- 
fectly at peace; that he had my moſt ſincere forgiveneſs; 
I did all I could to ſoothe his mind. He recovered; and 
ſurely muſt ever be my Friend! Would to God what he 
then ſuffered may be a warning to him, and to all, how they 
indulge ſuch diabolical paſſions; Which, as being moſt op- 

poſite to the God who is Love, cannot but ſooner or later 

woefully diſtract the Heart! N - 
N - Nor 
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Nor wiſh' a an IIl or Injury to Man! 
Injur'd, with cheerful readineſs forgave ; 
Nor for a moment in his happy Heart 
Harbour'd of Malice or Revenge a Thought: 
Still glad and bleſt to avenge his Foes' deſpite 
By Deeds of Love benevolent !-—Of o 
Oh painful contradiction! who in Goo, | 
In Duty, plac'd the ſuramit of his Joy ; 
Yet left that Gop, that bliſsful Duty left, 
Prepoſterous, vile Deſerter! and receiv'd 
A juſt return“ Deſertion from his Gop, 
* And conſequential plunge into the depth 

« Of all his THONG of all human Woe!” _ 
| [faint 
Then 3 his ſufferings! Hear: (if found too 
| His feeble Sung to win attention) Hear, 
And heed his Dying Counſel! Cautious, ſhun 
| The Rocks on which He ſplit. Cleave cloſe to Gov, 
Your Father, ſure Protector, and Defence: Ts 
Forſake not his lov'd Service; and your Cauſe 
Be ſure He'll ne'er forſake. Initiate once 
Happy and proſperous, in NReligian's Courſe 
= Oh perſevere unfainting! Nor to Vice 

Or tempting Folly ſlighteſt parley give: 

| Their black Tents never enter: On the watch 
Continue unremitting, nor e'er ſlack 

The neceſſary guard. Trivial negleQs, 
| | K+ Smalleſt 
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Smalleſt beginnings*, to the wakeful Foe 

Open the door of danger ;—and down inks, 
IThro' the minuteſt Leak once ſprung, the Ship 

In gayeſt and moſt gallant tackle trim. | 

B 's ſmall As He fell !|— 


Oh could YE aſs. 
BLEST Mr NISTERS OF PEACE, by his ſad Fall; 
Gather increafe of caution and of zeal ; 
And, ſeeing on what ſlippery edge ye ſtand, 
Of foul and fatal lapſe take the more heed ;— 
With deeper thankfulneſs He'd bow the knee, 
While thus his Fate productive prov'd of good 
To You, of Truth bleſt Heralds ! whom he views 
With heart-felt anguiſh ſeandaliz'd, impugn'd - 
By his atrocious Follies: But for that 
Not honour'd leſs, or honourable, if rous'd, 
Ev'n by his errors, wiſely you maintain 
Your high Profeſſion's dignity ; and look 
With ſingle Eye intent on the great work 
Thrice holy, of your Calling; happieſt Work 
Of Mortals here, Salvation of Men's Souls,” 


* Principiis obſta: ſero medicina paratur, 
Cum mala per longas convalu- re moras. 
Sed propera; nec te venturas differ in horas. 
Qui non eſt hodie, cras minus aptus erit. 
8 5 O. R. A. Lib. 1. L. gi. 
Ok 
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Oh envied PasToR, who thus occupied 
Looks down on low Preferment's diſtant views 
Contemptible ; nor e'er his plotting Mind 
To little, mean Servilities enſlaves ; 

Forgetting Duty's exerciſe ſublime, 

Ard his attachments heavenly! Who nor joins 
In frivolous converſe on the riſe of this, 
Nor proſpects flattering of that avorldly Clerk ; 

Strange inconſiſtency ! marching aloft 
With ſtep ſuperior and Ambition's paw 

To Dignity's wiſh'd Summit!—Nor allows 

Envious, or ſpreads malicious the low Tales 
Diminiſhing of Brethren, who by zeal, 

Or Eminence of merit in the Cauſe, 

The common Cauſe of Chr:f,, diſtinguiſh 9 ſhine: 
Of futile politicks and party rage 
Who, heedleſs, ever for the Powers that be 

In meek ſincerity implores; and lives 
Only to ſpread around the Good, the Peace, 
The Truth, the Happineſs, his open Heart 
| Innocuous poſſeſſes, as the Gift 

Of Him, the Gop of Peace he ſerves and loves! 


Much envied PasTox ! Ah, ye Men of Gov s 
| Who crowd the Levee, Theatre, or Court; 
| Foremoſt in each Amuſement's idle walk ; 
Of Vice and Vanity the ſportive ſcorn, a, F 

„ N The 
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The vaunted Pillars ;—ah, that ye were All 
Such happy, envied Paſtors! How Mankind 
With Eyes of Reverence would devoutly look, 
How would yourſelves with Eyes of Pleaſure look, 
On Characters ſo uniform! while no. 
What view is found leſs pleaſing to the fight! 


Nor wonderful, my A0 ED FRIENDS] For none 
Can inward look complacent, where a yoid 
Preſents its deſolations drear and dark, 
Hence 'tis You turn (incapable to bear 
Reflection's juſt reſentment) your lull'd minds 
To Infantine Amuſements; and employ 
The Hours,—ſhort Hours, indulgent Heaven afford, 
For purpoſes moſt ſolemn,—in the toi! 
Of buſy triſling; of diverſions poor, 
Which irritate as often as amuſe, 
Paſſions moſt low and ſordid! With due ſhame, 
With Sorrow I regret—Oh pardon me 
This mighty wrong !—that frequent by your fide 
Silent I've fat, and with a pitying eye 
Your follies mark'd, and unadmoniſh'd left, 
Tho' tenderly lamenting! Yet, at laſt, 

If haply not too late my friendly call 

Strike on dead ears, Oh profit by that call! 

And, to the Grave approaching, its alarms 

Wein with me all- conſiderate! Brief T ime 
e 
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Advances quick in tread ; few hours and dark 
Remain: Thoſe hours in frivolous employ 
Waſte not impertinent; they ne'er return! 
Nor deem it dulneſs to ſtand ſtill and pauſe, 
When dread Eternity hath claims ſo high. 

Oh be thoſe claims fulk oy d! 


"Now, my Youxc FrrenDs, 

Whom Life” s gay Sunſhine warms with laughing joy, 
Paſs vou thoſe claims unheeding !—In the bud 
Of earlieſt Roſe oft have I ſorrowing ſeen 
The canker-worm lurk blighting ; oft, ere noon, 
The Tulip have beheld drop its proud head 
In eminent beauty open'd to the morn! 
In Youth, in Beauty, in Life's outward charms 
Boaſt not ſelf-flattering ; Virtue has a grace, 
Religion has a power, which will preſerve 
Immortal your true Excellence! Oh give 
Early and happy your young hearts to God! 
And Gob will ſmile in countleſs bleſſings on you! 
Nor, captivate by Faſhion's idle glare, 
And the World's ſhews deluſive, dance the maze, 
The ſame dull round, fatiguing and fatigu'd ; 
Till, diſcontented, down in Folly's ſeat, 
And Diſappointment's, worthleſs, toil'd, you ſink, 
| Deſpiſing and deſpis d! Your gentle hearts 
Io kind impreſſions yet ſuſceptible, 7 

Lo 5 i Will 
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Will amiably hear a Friend's Advice 
And if, perchance, amidf the giddy whirl 
Of circling Folly, his unheeded tongue 
Hath whiſper'd Vanity, or not announc d 
Truth's ſalutary dictates to your ears; 
Forgive the injury, my Friends belov'd ; 
And ſee Me now, ſolicitous t' atone 
That, and each fault, each error; with full eyes 
Intreating you, by all your Hopes and Fears, 
By all your dear Anxieties; by all 
You hold in Life moſt precious, to attend, 
To liſten to his Lore! to ſeek for Bliſs 
In Gov, in Piety; in hearts devote 
To Duty and to Heav'n! And ſeeking thus, 
The Treaſure is your own. Angels on earth, 
'Thus pure and good, ſoon will ye mount, and live 
Eternal Angels with 4985 Father —Gop! 


Of admonition . juſt ſeif-contempt, 
And frank Expoſtulation's honeſt charge, 


The needful Debt thus paid; haſte thou, my Song, 
As haſtes my life, —brief . its cloſe: 


Then farewell, oh: my Friends, moſt valued! bound 


By Confanguinity's endearing tyxe, 


Or Friendſhip's noble ſervice, manly love, 
And genetous obligations! See, in All 


Aud 
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And ſpare the Tear of W 8 high Will 


Ordaining wiſe and good. 7 ſee, I own 

His diſpenſation, howſoever harſh, 

To my hard Heart, to my rebellious Soul 
Needful and ſalutary! His dread Rod 
Paternal, lo, I kifs! and to the ſtroke 

Severe, ſubmiſſive, thankfully reſign |! 

It weans me from the World; it proves how vain, 
How poor the Life of erring Man!—hath e 
Experimentally hath taught, to look 


With Scorn, with Triumph upon Death to with | 
The moment come !—Oh were that moment come, 


When, launch'd from all that's ſinful here below, 
Securely I ſhall ſail along the Tide 
Of glorious Eternity! My friends, 
Belov'd and honour'd, Oh that we were launch'd, 
And failing happy there, where ſhortly all 
Muſt one day fail ! Oh that in peaceful Port 
We all were landed ! all together ſafe 

In everlaſting Amity and Love, 

With God, our Gop; our Pilot thro' the Storms 
O this Life's Sea bet, why the frivolous wiln! 1 
Set a few Suns, —a few more days decline; 

And J ſhall meet you, —oh the gladſome hour! 
Meet you in Glory, —nor with flowing tears 
Afflicted Aer my Pen, and figh, Adieu 


END or THE ; FIFTH WEEK, 
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* In a Poſſcript to a Friend, the Author writes 
thus: forgot to requeſt my good Friend to tell 
Mr. Hanway, that in one of my little melancholy 
Poems, written in this dreary Place, I have made 
ſuch mention of him as I think his attention to the 
Improvement of Jails demands :—That I earneſtly 
preſs him as a Chritiaz and a Man, to purſue that 
Improvement with Zeal :—That much, very much 
is to be done: And that while the fate of Priſons 
remains as it is, the Legiſlature has ſome reaſon 
to charge itſelf with the greater part of the 
| Robberies, &c. committed. For the Offenders for 
| petty crimes are here hardened in almoſt every 
ſpecies of Vice; and turned out, neceflary Plun— 
derers of the Publick, from. the depravity of their 

unaliered diſpoſition, and the deficiency of prope: 
: employment. I have felt much on this ſubje& fince 

I have been here; and expreſſed ſomething of it! 

the Poem, Week the Tbird.“ See page 57, 60, &“, 


FOUND AMONGST THE 


AUTHOR's PAPERS 1x PRISON, 


WITH 


HIS LAST PRAYER. 


* * Ina Paſſcripi to a Friend, the Author writes 
thus: forgot to requeſt my good Friend to tell 
Mr. HAN wa v, that in one of my little melancholy 
Poems, written in this dreary Place, I have made 
ſuch mention of him as I think his attention to the 
Improvement of Jails demands :—That I earneſtly 
preſs him as a Chriſtian and a Man, to purſue that 
Improvement with Zeal :—That much, very much 
is to be done: And that while the fate of Priſons 
remains as it is, the Legiſlature has ſome reaſon 
to charge itſelf with the greater part of the 
Robberies, &c. committed. For the Offenders for 
petty crimes are here hardened in almoſt every 
ſpecies of Vice; and turned out, neceſſary Plun- 
derers of the Publick, from the depravity of their 
unaltered diſpoſition, and the deficiency of prope: 
employment. I have felt much on this ſubject fince 
J have been here; and expreſſed ſomething of it in 
the Poem, Week the Third.“ See page 57, 60, & 
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HIS LAST PRAYER. 
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FFLICTED Priſoner, whoſoe'er thou art, 
{+ & To this lone Room unhappily confin'd ; 
be thy firſt buſineſs here to ſearch thy heart, 
| And probe the deep corruptions of thy mind! 


Struck with the foul Tranſgreſſions thou haſtwrought, 
With Sin,—the ſource of all thy worldly woe; 
Jo Shame, to Sorrow, to Conviction brought, 

+ Oh, fall before the Throne of Mercy low! 


With true REPENTANCE pour thy ſoul in Pr ayer, 
1 And fervent plead the Saviour's cleaniing blood: 
Fairu's ardent Cry will pierce the FaTHER's Ear, 
| And CRRIST's a Plea which cannot be withitood! 


5 U. SCRIP- 
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II. 


S'CRIPTURE-PENITENTS. 
(A FRA G.M E T.) 


E in the Lil of PexITENTS we place 
The Sinful Parent of our Sinful Race ; 

| Who, by Temptation foil'd, and Man's Gr Foe, 

** Brought Death into the World, and all our woe!“ 


Tranſgreſmon's debt how deeply does he pay! 
Depriv'd of Innocence; to Death a prey ; 
From Paradiſe expell'd ; to Toll affign'd,— 
_ Toll of the fainting Frame, and ſick'ning Mind! 
And doom's to ſhed, for near a thouſand years, 
O'er fall'n Deſcendents, penitential Tears! 


Thus ſeiz'd the 7riple Leagne* on mortal Man, 
| And waged REPENTAN CE, * ſad * began. 


Yet, awful Power! how bleft Seen thy ſway, 
Who feel Contrition's dictates, and obey! 
ha Sin, Sorrow, and Death, 


'Theit 


Mi 
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Their vicious deviations wha deteſt, 
And hold Faith's Croſs, all- humbled, to thilrbreatt] 
From God's lov'd preſence then they need not fly*; 


Nor ope in Wrath the Flood-gates of the Sky; 


For ſince to Man Perfection was denied, 

By Thee his deep demerits are ſupplied: 

And, led by Thee a Suppliant to the Throne, | 
The Gop of Mercy looks with pity down; 
Smiles on the Mourner : and delights to prove 


| How free is Grace, and how tiamphant Love q 


Eternal Proof! Sce, bath'd in floods of tears, 
Where David foremoſt in thy train appear: 
How deep his crime, the Prophet pictures well; = 
How deep his penitence, thoſe ſorrows tell! 
That, whether to deplore the crime, or bleſs, 
We ſtand ſuſpended ; fince its evil leſs, 

Leſs bright his Soul's ingenuous grief had ſhone, 
And leſs at once his comfort, and our own ! 


8 like a Torrent how his a 5 roll; 


g Conviction's tempeſt tearing up his ſoul! 


Hear, ſad and ſolemn, to the mournful ſtrings, | 


In trembling anguiſh, how he weeps and ſings! 


N „MR x, oh Mercy, Lord! with humble heart, 


For thy known pity's ſake, mercy I pray! 


* Boundleſs in tender mercies as Thou are, 
Was Take, Lord! oh take my foul offence away? | 


* As Cain. Gen. iv. 14. 16. 
5 . 1 2 3 = | % Oh, 
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{Toul; 
Oh, from my loathſome guilt, waſh, cleanſe my 


Remove, dear Father! each defiling ſtain : 
Guilty, oh, guilty, Lord! I own the whole; 
«< ] ſee, I feel 1 it; all excuſe is Vain, 


A 1 
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90 « Againſt Thee, Lord, ev vn Thee, bevel tranſeref d; 
« Lo, ſelf. convicted, I before Thee fall! 
_ « Juſt are thy Words; their Truth is thus confeſo d 
« Juſt are thy Judgements! Sinners are we all. 
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«© Prone to offend, or ere to birth I came, 
My Mother, when conceiving, gave me guilt: 
«© Shapen in Sin was my corrupted frame, [ built. 
© When in the Womb that wondrous frame was 


9 
| 


— 


But Thou, of purer Eyes than guilt to view, 
« 'Thou wilt accept the Soul's ſincere deſire; 

Pardon the paſt, the humbled Heart renew, 
And Wiſdom by thy Secret-One inſpire. 


— 
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« Then liſten to my cry; and ch, my God! 
„Purge me with Hyſſop, and I pure ſhall grow; 

o Waſh me, foul Leper, in the myſtic blood, 

And whiter I ſhall be than whiteſt ſnow. 
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40 Again che voice of Gladneſs let me hear, 
Thy voice of pardoning Love; for it is ſweet: 

The Soul dejected ſo ſhalt thou uprear,— 
„The Worm, which, cruſh'd, lies trembling at 
thy Forts 5 oy Hide 
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« Hide from my Sins, — the objects of thy hate, — 
Oh, hide thy face, and blot them from thy view: 
« A clean Heart, God of Grace, in me create, 
* Anda right Spirit i in my os renew! 


« From thy lov'd Preſence let me not be driv' ny 
Let me not loſe thy bleſſed Spirit s aid; 

Again the joy of thy Salvation giv'n, 15 
* Uphold, ſupport, ſuſtain my Heart diſmay d. 


“Then, of thy pardoning Mercy ſatisfy . | 
Thy pardoning Mercy loud will I proclaim : 

| « So ſhall Tranſgreſſors, taught by me, confide 
In thy compaſſions; : turn, and bleſs thy Name. 


Bs Ah! my Soul ſhudders!--From the Guilt of Blood, 
Oh, from Blood-guiltineſs deliver me! | 
| © Oh God, deliver—my Salvation's God! 
And Praiſe unceaſing will I pay to Thee. 


Permit my Lips, now clos'd by guilt and ſhame, 
Thy pardoning Love, Jexovan, to expreſs; 
Then to the liſt'ning World I'll tell thy Name, 
Proclaim thy Praiſe, and ſing thy Righteouſneſs. 


For Crimes like mine no Offerings can atone 3 
The gift of outward Sacrifice is vain: 5 

„Could theſe avail, before thy righteous Throne 
| © Whole Hecatombs I gladly would have ſlain. 
L * . The 
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% The contrite Spirit, ut the Sighs incere, 
Which from the broken, bleeding Heart arife, | 
To Thee more pleaſing Sacrifices are 

« Are Gifts, my God, which thou aha not deſpriv, 


Hear then, and ſave! and to my People, Lord, 
TY ſaving Mercy graciouſly extend 1 
&« Oh let our Zion live in thy regard; 
The walls of our Jerſalem defend ! 


S0 ſhall the Righteous to thy Temple = 
And joyfulbringtheir Off ring, and their Praiſe: 5 
© So ſhall the Blood of Lambs in plenty nee, 
145 And Incenſe on thy 1 eee blaze er 


With Joy with Grief, is Penitent Lice, 
Offending Heav'n, yet Heay'n-abfolv'd, for Me: 
Ch whale, like his, I feel my guilt and ſname, 

Be my Repentance and my Grief the ſame! | 
Fhenſlall the truth which cheer'd his Heart be mine; 
Thy Gop has pardon'd thee, and Life is thine, 


But hark, my Soul! what melancholy ſound 
Re- echoes from the Dungeon's dark profound! 

Hear, ſympathetic hear: A King complains, 

Fall n from his Throne, a Priſoner, and in chain 


* * See Plalm 1 61 and Chriſdan! 5 « Magavine, Vol. 111. p. 13: 
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« God of the World, at length thy Rule Fown 


« And proftrate fall before thy boundleſs Throne: 


«Thy Power reſiſtleſs trembling I confeſs, 
In threat'nings awful, but in love no leſs! 


«© O what a bleſſing has that Love aſſign'd, 
By penitence to heal the wounded mind 1- 
By penitence to Sinners, who. like Me, 
More than th' unnumber'd ſands that ſhorethe Sea, 
„My crimes acknowledge; which, of crimſon dye, 
In all their ſcarlet Horrors meet my Eye! 


7 


4 


« Oh Eye, unworthy of the Light of Heav'n : 
« Oh Sins, too mountainous to be forgiv'n: 
Oh Rebel to the Law, and Love divine, 
C How muy God's ſeyereſt Vengeance thine! 


ce But RY I bend my Heart? ; obedient Kan: | 
« In ſupplication, Lord, for Grace from Thee! 
“Ves, I have finn'd, and I confeſs the whole 
Forgive me then, nor caſt away my Soul! 
6 "Pi me from evil, from thine anger fave, 
And ſnatch me from the dark, nntimely Grave! 


« Friend of the contrite, Thou wilt Pardon give; ; 
60 A Monument of Mercy I ſhall live! 


14 « And, 
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& And, worthleſs as I am, for ever prove, 

ce That true Repentance leads to ſaving Love! 
That true Repentance tunes to praiſe the Heart, 
* And in the Choir of Heaven ſhall bear an FREY 


"FC part“! 


| Thus, by Afliction- deep correction taught, 
ManassEH to the Lord for Mercy ſought ; 
By the kind chaſtening of a Father's Rod, 
Brought to the Knowledge of himſelf and God! 
Happy afflition, for ſuch knowledge givin; 
And bleſt the Dungeon, which thus led to Heaven ; 


* Sce Prayer of Manaſſeh, in the Apocr ypha, next to the 
Firſt Book of Maccabees 3 ; and compare 2 Chron, xxxili. 
11, Kc. | Ee f 
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REFLECTION 8. 
(UNFINISHED.) 
Br RE, ſecly ſe from worldly pleaſure, 
In this dofeful place confin'd, 


Come, and let's improve the leiſure : 
Meditate, my thoughtful mind! 


Soul alike and body ſharing, 
How have J the one forgor! 
While for t'other only caring, 
Lo! my miſerable lot! 


* 

, * * 
* 
* 
23 
* 


vet the one 1 ſo much cheriſh, | 

Doom'd to Death when giv'n to Life, 
Soon, perhaps, muſt ſink and periſh, 

Duſt to Duſt—muſt end the Strife t 


— 


From a tedious Tour returning, 

Into diſtant foreign Land, 
How my anxious Heart is burning 
News of Home to underſtand 15 


a F ONEIDA NE ROOT I Ie Tue eo morn of 8 : 2 
GGG . n . LY 
F r F 2 
9 r r 7 


- #®* # #* # * * ® 


To 


[ 454 ] 


U 


To My PRIENDS, 


—— 


— — 
— — —— — 
: — — ev 


ESPECIALLY: OF TIE 


CHARITABLE SOCIETIES, 


O N T.HEIR-SOLTCHIT:UD.E.. 


þ 
C 3k 
. 
1 
14 1 
1 
p : 
1 
3 
HF 
1 
U 
. : 
1 1 
£3 
oy 
_ 5 
1 
* 


H, my lov 'd Friends! why all his care fas! one? 
To Life ſo loſt, ſo totally undone; . 
Who: Meat and Drink are only bitter Tears, 
Nights paſs'd in Sorrow, Mornings wak'd to Cares; 
Whoſe deep Offence fits heavy on his Soul, 
And thoughts ſelf-torturing in deep tumult roll? 


Could you, by all your Labours ſo humane, 
From this dread Priſon his deliverance gain; 
Could you, by kind exertions of your Love, 

To generous Pardon Royal Mercy move; 
Where ſhould he fly? where hide his weeiched Head, 


With Shame fo cover'd; ſo to Honour dead 3 


Spare then the taſk, and, as he longs to die, 
Set free the Captive,—let his Spirit fly, 
Enlarg'd and happy, to its native Sky! _ 
Not doubting Mercy from H1s Grace to find, 
Who bled upon the Croſs for all Mankind. 


L 
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But if it muſt not be ;—if Heaven's high Will 
Ordains him yet a Duty to fulfil; _ | ſpare, 
Oh may cach Breath, while God that Breath ſhall 
Be yours in Gratitude ; by Heaven's in Prayer! 

Deep as his Sin, and low as his Offence, 


High be his Rife thro! humbleſt Penitence! 


While, Life or Death, —Mankind at leaſt ſhall- 
From his fad ſtory, and your kind concern, [learn 
That Works of Mercy: and a zcal to prove 
By ſympathetic aid the Heart of Love, 

On Earth itſelf a ſure reward obtain; 
Nor cer fall Pity's ney drops in vain! 


T live a proof! and dying, round my Urn 
AfiiAiom's Family will crow 4 and mourn : 
Here reſts our Friend,” if weeping o'er my Grave 
They cry—'tis all the Epitaph I crave, 


THE 
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CONVICT's ADDRESS 
UN HAPPY B RETHREN: 


Delivered in the Chapel of NEWGATE, on 
FRIDAY, JuxE'6, 17775 | 
By WILLIAM DODD, LL. D. 


I acknowledge my Faults : and my Sin is ever before me. 


PSALM I. 3, 
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TO THYE 


REVEREND MR. VILLETTE, 


ORDINARY OF NEWO ATE. 


REVEREND SIR, 


THE following Addreſs owes its preſent pub- 


lic appearance to you. I read it to you after it 
was compoſed, and you thought it proper to be 


delivered, as was intended. You heard it delivered, 
and are pleaſed to think that its publication will 


be uſeful.— To a poor and abject worm, like my- 


ſelf, this is a ſufficient inducement to that publica- 
tion; and I heartily pray God, that in your hands 
it may frequently and effectually adminiſter to the 
inſtruction and comfort of the miſerable. 


I am, dear Sir, 
With my ſincereſt thanks for your humane and 
friendly attention, 
Your truly ſorrowful, 
and much afflicted Brother in Chriſt, 
Friday, June 6, WILLIAM DODD. 
1777. 5 _ 1 


A D D R E S8 8, Ke. 


My dear and unhappy Fellow-Priſoners, 


 ONSIDERING my peculiar circumſtances 
and ſituation, I cannot think myſelf juſtified, 


if I do not deliver to you, in ſincere Chriſtian love, 
ſome of my ſerious thoughts on our preſent awful 
| ſtate. | 


In the ſixteenth chapter of the Acts of the Apo- 
ſtles, you read a memorable ſtory reſpecting Paul 
and Silas, who, for preaching the Goſpel, were 


| caſt by magiſtrates into priſon, ver. 23.—and, after 


having received many ſtripes, were committed to 
the Faylor, with a ſtrict charge to keep them ſafely, 
| Accordingly he thruſt them into the inner priſon, 


and made their feet faſt in the ſtocks. At midnight 
| Paul and Silas, ſupported by the teſtimony of a 
| | good conſcience, prayed, and ſung praiſes to God, 
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and the priſoners heard them; and ſuddenly there 


was a great earthquake, fo that the foundations of 


the priſon were ſhaken; and immediately all the 
doors were opened, and every one's chains were 
| looſed. The keeper of the priſon awaking out of 
his ſleep, and ſeeing the priſon doors open, in the 
greateſt diſtreſs, as might well be imagined, drew 
his ſword, and would have killed himſelf, ſup- 


poting that the priſoners had been fled. —But Paul 


cried with a loud voice, Do thyſelf no harm, for 
wie are all here.—The keeper, calling for a light, 
and finding his prifoners thus freed from their 
bonds by the imperceptible agency of divine 
| power, was irreſiſtibly convinced that theſe men 
were not offenders againſt the law, but martyrs to 
_ the truth: he ſprang is therefore, and came trem- 
bling, and fell down before Paul aud Silas, and 
brought them out, and ſaid, SiRs, WHAT musT 
I mo ro BEN saveD ? | 


What muft I dh to be ſaved? is the important 


 eneſtion, which it beeomes every human being to 
_ Rudy from the firit hour of reaſon to the laſt : but 
which we, my fellow-priſoners, ought to conſider 
_ with; particular diligence and intenſeneſs of medita- 
tron. Had it not been. forgotten or neglected by 
us, we had never. appeared in this place. A little 
time for recollection and amendment is yet allowed 


us 
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us by the mercy 61 the law. Of this little time let 


no particle be loſt. Let us fill our remaining life 
with all the duties which our preſent condition al- 


lows us to practiſe. Let us make one earneſt effort 


for ſalvation !—And oh! heavenly Father, who 


deſireſt not the death of a h rant that this 


effort may not be in vain! 

To teach others what they mf? 2 to be ſaved, has 
long been my employment and profeſſion. You 
ſee with what confuſion and diſhonour I now 


ſtand before you—no more in the pulpit of in- 


ſtruction, but on this humble ſeat with yourſelves, 


—You are not to conſider me now as a man autho- 


riſed to form the manners, or direct the conſcience, 
and ſpeaking with the authority of a paſtor to his 
flock. I am here guilty, like yourſelves, of a capital 
* offence ; and ſentenced, like yourſelves, to public 
and ſhameful death. My profefiion, which has 
given me ſtronger convictions of my duty than 
moſt of you can be ſuppoſed to have attained, and 


has extended my views to the confequences of 


wickedneſs farther than your obſervation is likely 


to have reached, has loaded my £ in with peculiar 5 
aggravations; and I entreat you to join your 


prayers with mine, that my ſorrow may be pro- 
portionate to my 1 9 
5 M | 1 Jam 
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J am now, like you, inquiring, what I muſt de 
10 be faved? and ſtand here to communicate to you 
what that inquiry ſuggeſts. Hear me with atten- 
tion, my fellow-priſoners ; and in your melancholy 
hours of retirement, conſider well what I offer to 
you from the ſincerity of my good-will, and from 
the deepeſt conviction of a penitent heart. 


Salvation is promiſed to us Chriſtians, on the 
terms of Laith, Obedience, and Repentauce. I ſhall 
therefore endeavour to ſhew, how, in the ſhort in- 
| terval between this moment and death, .we may 
_ exert faith, perform obedience, and exerciſe repent- 
ace, in a manner which our heav enly Father may, 
in his infinite mercy ; vouchſafe to Accept. 


1. Faith i 18 the foundation of all Chriſtian virtue. 
It is that <vichout which it is im palſible tn pleaſe God. 
I ſhall therefore conſider, firſt, How faith is to be 
particularly exerted by us in our preſent ſtate, 

Faith 1s a full and undoubting confidence in the 
declarations made by God in the holy Scriptures; 
a fincere reception of the doctrines taught by our 
bleſſed Saviour; with a firm aſſurance that he died 


| to take away the fins of the world, and that we 


| have, each of us, a part in the boundleſs beneſits 
of the univerſal Sacrifice. 
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To this faith we mutt have recourſe at all times, 
but particularly if we find ourſelves*tempred to de- 
ſpair. If thoughts ariſe in our minds, which ſug- 
geſt that we have ſinned beyond the hope of par- 
don, and that therefore it is vain to ſcek for re- 
conciliation by repentance; we muſt remember 
how God willeth that every man ſhould be ſaved, 
and that thoſe who obey his call, however late, 
ſhall not be rejected. If we are tempted to think 
that the injuries we have done are unrepaired, and 
therefore repentance is vain; let us remember that 
the reparation which is impoſſible is not required; 
that ſincerely to will, is to do, in the ſight of Him 
to whom all hearts are open; and that what is de- 
ficient in our endeavours is ſupplied 5 the merits 
of Him who died to redeem us. 
Yet let us likewiſe be careful, left an erroneous 
opinion of the all-ſufficiency of our Saviour's me- 
rits lull us into careleſſneſs and ſecurity. His merits 
are indeed all-ſufficient ! But he has preſcribed the 
terms on which they are to operate. He died to 
fave ſinners, but to ſave only thoſe ſinners that 
repent. Peter, who denied him, was forgiven, 
but he obtained his pardon by aveeping bitterly. 
They who lived in perpetual regularity of duty, 
and are free from any groſs or viſible tranſgreſſion, 
are yet but unprofitable ſervants What then are 
M 3 | | _ ve, 
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we, whoſe crimes are haſtening us to the grave 
before our time Let us work with fear and trem- 
bling, but ſtill let us endeavour to work out oz» 
' fatoation. Let us hope without preſumption ; let 
us fear without deſperation ; and let our faith ani- 
mate us to that which we were to conſider, 


Secondly, © Sincere Obedience to the laws of 
„God.“ Our obedience, for the ſhort time ve: 


remaining, is reſtrained to a narrow circle. Thoi: 


duties, which are called ſocial and relative, arc 
for the moſt part out of our power. We can con- 
tribute very little to the general happineſs of man- 
| kind, while on thoſe, whom kindred and friend- 
| ſhip have allied to us, we have brought diſgrace 
and ſorrow. We can only benefit the public by 
an example of contrition, and fortify our friend: 
againſt temptation by warning and admonition. 

The obedience left us now to practiſe is “ ſub- 
« miſkon to the will of God, and calm acqui- 
« eſcence in his wiſdom and his juſtice,” We 
muſt not allow ourſelves to repine at thoſe miſerics 
which have followed our offences, bur ſuffer, with 
ſilent humility and reſigned patience, the puniſh- 


ment which we deſerve; remembering that, accord- 
ing to the apoftle's deciſion, no praiſe is due to them 


who bear with od to be e for their fault, 


W hen 


8 : A e Ca a toe rn int” For Ol es In * — 6 . „„ 1 
a? 1 F 83 * 2 e E 22 * 5 v 1 by IE 0 * * 2 y 
CS . ES get gil REES Pn e's 7 og 9 r K a 1 n . 
- a= — om Wok > fa be » 4 a 7 ” 8 2 » 1 \ 64 E * 2 a 5 * a ” * 
- 4 ee e P P e x EAR Re ey Pas ; ** 2 9 Feen 7 es a — a 
4 " - - — * — ” 2 * 8 © n 5 SI EL a 7 . : * ra nl Gat $36 kts. * 2 * . 
4 72 5 r yk 1 3 7 1 >, rr ** 2 * K 


Wen we 880 the wickedneſs of our paſt 
lives, and the danger of having been ſummoned 
to the final judgement without preparation, we 


ſhall, I hope, gradually riſe ſo much above the 


groſs conceptions of human nature, as to return 
thanks to God for what once ſeemed the moſt 
dreadful of all evils—our detection and conviction! 


We ſhrink back, by immediate and inſtincti ve 


terror, from the public eye, turned as it is upon us 


with indignation and contempt. Impriſonment is 


| afflictive, and ignominious death is fearful! But 
let us compare our condition with that which our 
actions might reaſonably have incurred. — The rob- 
ber might have died in the act of violence, by law- 


ful reſiſtance. The man of fraud might have ſunk. - 
into the grave, while he was enjoying the gain of 


his artifice: and where then had been our hope * 
We have now leiſure for thought; we have oppor- 


tunities of inſtruction : and whatever we ſuffer 


from offended laws, may yet reconcile ourſelves 
to God, who, if we ſincerely Jerk him, will at- 
| locedly be found. 

which he himſelf hath appointed ; by humble, fer- 


ſhip are appointed us; let us duly obſerve them. 
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But bow are we to /eeb the Lord? By the way 
vent, and frequent prayer.—Some hours of wor- 


Some afſiſtance to our devotion is ſupplied ; let us 
| M4 „ - thankfully: 
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thankfully accept it. But let us not reſt in formality 
and preſcription : let us call upon God night and 


: day. When, in the review of the times which we 
have paſt, any offence ariſes to our thoughts, let us 
humbly implore forgiveneſs; and for thoſe faults 
(and many they are and muſt be) which we cannot 


recolleR, let us ſolicit mercy in general petitions. 


But it muſt be our conitant care, that we pray not 


merely with our lips; but that when we lament 
our fins, we are really humbled in ſeli-abhor- 


rence *; and that, when we call for mercy, we 
raiſe our thoughts to hope and truſt in the good- 

neſs of God, and the merits of our Wen Sauen, 
Jeſus Chriſt. | 


The reception of the holy Sacrament, to which 
we ſhall be called, in the moſt ſolemn manner, 
perhaps a few hours before we die, is the higheſt 


act of Chriſtian worſhip. At that awful moment 


it will become us to drop for ever all worldly 
thoughts, to fix our hopes ſolely upon Chriſt, whoſe 
death is repreſented; and to confider ourſelves as 
no longer connected with mortality.— And, poſſi- 
bly, it may pleaſe God to afford zs ſome conſola- 


tion, ſome ſecret intimations of acceptance and 
forgiveneſs. But theſe radiations of favour are 
not always felt by the ſincereſt penitents. To the 


See Job, OP xi, Ver, 6. 
greater 
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greater part of thoſe whom angels ſtand ready to 


receive, nothing is granted in this world beyond 
rational hope ;,—and with hope, founded on promiſe- 
we may well be ſatisſied. 


But ſuch promiſes of falvation are made only to 


the penite ut. It is requiſite then that we conſider, 


Thirdly, How Repentarce is to be exerciſed.” 


| Repentance, in the general ſtate of Chriſtian life, 
is ſuch a ſorrow for fin as produces a change of 


manners, and an amendment of life. It is that 
* diſpoſition of mind , by which he a ſtole, fleals 
220 more 2 by which the evicked man turneth away 
from his avickedneſs „ and doth that avuhich is lawful 
and right, And to the man thus reformed. it is 
expreſsly promiſed, that he /bal! fave his foul alive*, 
Of this repentance the proofs are viſible, and the 
reality certain, always to the penitent, and com- 
monly to the church with which he communicates 


becauſe the Rate of the mind is diſcovered by the 


outward actions. But of the repentance which our 


* There cannot be a ſtronger exemplification of this idea 
than the conduct of the Faylor, who uttered the queſtion, 


with which we commenced our inquiry-—IWhat hall I do 


to be ſaved ?—What a change of mind and manners was 
wrought in him * the power of God! Read Akts, 
chap, : XVI, 


condition 
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condition requires and admits, no ſuch evidence 
can appear; for to us many crimes and many vir- 
tues are made impoſſible by confinement ; and the 
ſhortneſs of the time which is before us gives little 
power, even to ourſelves, of diſtinguiſhing the 
effects of terror from thoſe of conviction ; of decid- 
ing, whether our preſent ſorrow for ſin proceeds 
from abhorrence of guilt, or dread of puniſhment ; 
whether the violence of our inordinate paſſions be 
totally ſubdued by the fear of God, or only cruſh- 
ed and reſtrained by the temporary force of 9 
ſent calamity. | 
Our repentance 1s like that of other finners on 
the death-bed ; but with this advantage, that our 
danger is not greater, and our ſtrength is more. 
Our faculties are not impaired by weakneſs of 
body. We come to the great work not withered 
by pains, nor clouded by the fumes of diſeaſe, but 
with minds capable of continued attention, and 
with bodies, of which ave need have no care! We 
may therefore better diſcharge this tremendous 
duty, and better judge of our own performance. 
Of the efficacy of a death-bed repentance many 
have diſputed ; but we have no leiſure for contro- 
verſy. Fix in your minds this decifion, © Repent- 
s ance is a change of the heart, of an evil to a good 
*« diſpoſition.” When that change is made, repent- 
ance 
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ance is complete, God will conſider that life as 


amended, which would have been amended if he 


had ſpared it. Repentance in the ſight of man, 
even of the penitent, is not known but by its fruits : 
but our Creator ſees the fruit, in the bloſſom, or 


the ſeed. He knows thoſe reſolutions which are 


fixed, thoſe converſions which would be perma- 
nent ; and will receive them who are qualified by 


holy deſires for works of righteouſneſs, without 


exacting from them thoſe outward duties which the 


'hortneſs of their lives hindered them from perform 


my WE 

Nothing therefore remains, but that we apply 
with all our ſpeed, and with all our ſtrength, to 
rectify our deſires, and purify our thoughts; that 
wwe ſet God before us in all his goodneſs and ter- 


rors; that we conſider him as the Father and the 


judge of all the earth; as a Father, deſirous to 
fare; as a Judge, who cannot pardon unrepented 
iniquity; that we fall down before him ſelf-con- 
demned, and excite in our hearts an intenſe deteſta- 
tion of thoſe crimes which have provoked him ; 
with vehement and fteady reſolutions, that if life 
were granted us, it ſhould be ſpent hereafter in the 
practice of our duty“; that we pray the Giver of 


* Sce 2 Cor. ch. v. | 14 15- | 
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grace to firengthen and impreſs theſe holy thoughts, 
and to accept our repentance, though late, and in 
its beginnings violent; that we improve every 
good motion by diligent prayer; and having 4- 
clared and confirmed“ our faith by the holy com- 
munion, —we deliver ourſelves into his hands, in 
firm hope, that he who created and redeemed us 
will not ſuffer us to periſh, Rom. v. 8. viii. 32. 
The condition, without which forgiveneſs is 
not to be obtained, is that we forgive others. There 
is always a danger left men, freſh from a trial in 
which life has been loſt, ſhould remember with 
reſentment and malignity the proſecutor, the wit- 
neſſes, or the judges. It is indeed ſcarce poſſible, 
that with all the prejudices of an intereſt ſo 


OM 1. W 3 have this expreſſion to be particularly attend- 
80 to- While as a dying man, and with all poſſible fince_ 
| rity of foul, 1 add, that if I could wiſh to declare my fai th, 
1 know not of any words in which I could do it ſo well, 
and ſo perfectly to my ſatisfaction, as in the Communion fer- 
vice of our Church: and if I would with to confirm that 
faith, I know not of any appointed method ſo thoroughly 
adapted to that end as partic:pation in that communion it 
{elf.—See particularly in this ſervice, the Exhortation, Con- 
feſſion, prayer beginning We do not preſume, &c.—Con ſec11- 
tron—and prayer after receiving, O Lord and heavenly F- 
ther, &c.—Convicts ſhould diligently and repeatedly read 
over the ſervice before thev communicate. 
e Ru of eine 51 2 welghty: 
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wake, and ſo affecting, the coll ſhould think 
otherwiſe, than that he has been treated, in ſome 
part of the proceſs, with unneceſſary ſeverity. In. 
this opinion he is perhaps ſingular, and therefore 


probably miſtaken. But there is no time for diſqui- 


fition: we muſt try to find the ſhorteſt way to 


peace. It is eaſier to forgive, than to reaſon right. 
He that has been injuriouſly or unneceſſarily ha-, 
raſſed, has one opportunity more of proving his ſin- 
cerity, by forgiving the wrongs. and praying for 
his enemy. ” > 

It is the duty of a penitent to repair, ſo a as 
he has the power, the injury which he has done. 


What we can do, is commonly nothing more than 
to leave the world an example of contrition. On. 
the dreadful day, when the ſentence of the law has. 
its full force, ſome will be found to have affected a, 
ſhameleſs bravery, or negligent intrepidity. Such 


is not the proper behaviour of a convicted criminal. 


Io rejoice in tortures, is the privilege of a martyr; 
to meet death with intrepidity, is the right only of, LE 


innocence, if in any human being innocence could: 


be found. Of. him whoſe life is ſhortened by his. 
| crimes, the laſt duties are humility and ſelf-abaſe- | 


ment. We,owe to God fincere repentance ; we owe 


pn. | 8 w rickedneſs 


to man the appearance of repentance.— We ought 
aot. ta * onen that he wha lived in 
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wickedneſs can die with courage. If the ſerenitz 


— * gaiety, with which ſome men have ended a life 


of guilt, were unfeigned, they can be imputed only 
to ignorance or ſtupidity, or, what is more horrid, 
to voluntary intoxication :—if they were artificial 
and hypocritical, they are acts of deception, the 
_ uſeleſs and unprofitable crimes of Pride unmortified, 

and obſtinacy unſubdued. | 
There 1s yet another crime pullible; ind... as 
there is reaſon to believe, ſometimes committed in 
the laſt moment, on the margin of eternity. — Men 
have died with a ſtedfaſt denial of crimes, of which 
it is very difficult to ſuppoſe them innocent. By 
what equivocation or reſerve they may have recon- 
ciled their conſciences to falſhood, if their conſci- 
ences were at all conſulted, it is impoſſible to Know. 
But if they thought, that, when they were to die, 
they paid their legal forfeit, and that the world 
had no farther demand upon them; that therefore 
they might, by keeping their own ſeerets, try to 
leave behind them a diſputable reputation; and 
that the falſnood was harmleſs, becauſe none were 
injured ;—they had very little confidered the nature 
of ſociety. One of the principal parts of national I 
felicity ariſes from a wife and impartial adminiftra- I 
tion of juſtice, Every man repoſes upon the tri- 
bunals of his country the ſtability of poſſeſſion, and 
h 35 nn — 
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the ſerenity of life. He therefore who 8 
expoſes the courts of judicature to ſuſpicion, either 
of partiality or error, not only does an injury to 
thoſe who diſpenſe the laws, but diminiſhes the 


S public confidence in the laws themſelves, and ſhakes 


the foundation of public tranquillity, _ 
For my own part, 1 confeſs, with deepeſt com 


punction, the crime which has brought me to this 
| place; and admit the juſtice of my ſentence, while 
I am ſinking under its ſeverity. And I earneſtly 
exhort you, my fellow-priſoners, to acknowledge 


the offences which have been already proved; and 


to bequeath to our country that confidence in pub- 


3 lic juſtice, without which there can n be neither pos 
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nor fafety. 


As few men fuffer for their firſt offences, and moſt 
convide are conſcious of more crimes than have 


been brought within judicial cognizance, it is ne- 


ceffary to inquire how far confeſſion ought to be 
extended. Peace of mind, or defire of inſtruction, 


may ſometimes demand, that to the miniſter, whoſe _ 

_ counſel is requeſted, a long courſe of evit life 
ſhould be diſcovered :—but of this every man muſt 
determine for himſelf. —To the public, every man, 


before he departs from life, 1s obliged to confeſs 


thoſe acts which have brought, or may bring, un- 
mw _— upon others ; 5 ns to convey ſuch in- 


formation | 
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formation as may enable thoſe who have ſuffered 
loſſes to obtain reſtitution. 

Whatever good remains in our power we muſt 
Ailigently perform. We muſt prevent, to the ut- 
moſt of our power, all the evil conſequences of our 
_ crimes, We muit forgive all who have injured us. 
—We muſt, by fervency of prayer, and conſtancy 
in meditation, endeavour to repreſs all worluly 
paſſions, and generate in our minds that love of 
goodneſs, and hatred of fin, which may fit us for 
the ſociety of heavenly minds.—And, finally, we. 
muſt commend and entruft our ſouls to HIN, who 5 
died for the fins of men; with earneſt wiſhes and 
humble eren that he will admit us with the 
| labourers who entered the vineyard at the laſt hour, 
and aſſoclate us with the zhi# whom he IN 
on the croſs ! 

To this great end, you will not refuſe to unite. 
with me, on banded knees, and with h umbled hearts, 
in fervent prayer to the throne of grace! May the 
Father of mercy hear our ſupplications, and have 


compaſſion upon us! 


1 585 0 almighty Lord God, the righteous Ju DGE 
of all the earth, who in thy providential juſtice 
doſt frequently inflict ſevere vengeance upon ſin- 
ners in chis life, that thou may eſt by their ſad exam 
: 0 : ples 
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ples effectually deter others from committing the 
like heinous offences; and that they themſelves, 


truly repenting of their faults, may eſcape the con- 


demaation of hell: look down in mercy upon us, 


thy farrowful ſervants, whom thou haft ſuffered to 
become the unhappy * of offended juſtice 1 in 


this world! 


« Give us a thorough foals of all thoſe evil | 


thoughts, «yards, and wvorks which have ſo provo- 
ked thy patience, that thou haſt been pleaſed to 
permit this public and ſhameful Judgement to fall 


upon us; and grant us ſuch a portion of grace and 
godly incerity, that we may heartily confeſs, and 
unfeignedly repent of every breach of thoſe moſt 


Holy laaus and ot dinanc es, © which if a man 225 he Scl. 
ever live in them. 

Let no root of bitterneſs and malice, no : kak. 
tual and deadly ſin, either of omi or commiſ/ion, 


remain undiſturbed in our hearts! But enable us to 


make our repentance univerſal, without the leaſt 


flattering or deceitful reſerve, that ſo we may clear 


our conſciences before we cloſe our eyes. 


And now that thou haſt brought us within the 


view of our long home, and made us ſenſible, that 
the time of our diſſolution draweth near; endue us, 


we humbly pray thee, O gracious Father, with fuch 


chriſtian fortitude, that neither the terrors of thy 
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preſent diſpenſations, nor the remembrance of our 


tormer fins, may have power to ſink our ſpirits into 


a deſpondency of thy everlaſting mercies in the 
adorable Son of thy love. | 


«« Wean our thoughts and affections, good Lord, 


: from all the vain and deluſive enjoyments of this 


tranſitory world ; that we may not only with pa- 


tient reſignation ſubmit to the appointed ſtroke of 


death, but that our faith and hope may be ſo ele- 


rated, that we may conceive a longing deſire to be 


diſſolved from theſe our earthly tabernacles, and to 


be with Chriſt, which is far better than all the 


happineſs we can wiſh for beſides ! 


And in a due ſenſe of our own extraordinary 


want of forgiveneſs at thy hands, and of our utter 
unworthineſs of the very leaft of all thy favours— 


of the meaneſt crumbs which fall from thy table 


O bleſſed Lord Jeſus! make us ſo truly and 


univerſally charitable, that in an undiſſembled 


compliance with thy own awful command, and 
moſt endearing example, we may both freely for- 
give and cordially pray for our moſt inveterate 
enemies, perſecutors, and ſlanderers ! Forgive them, O 


Lord, we beſeech thee turn their eres. and fill 


them with thy love! 


„Thus, may we humbly truſt, our e 


1 Teen and tears will be W ne in thy fight- 
5 Thus 
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Thus ſhall we be qualified, through Chriſt, to ex- 


| change this diſmal bodily confinement [and theſe 


uneaſy fetters] for the glorious liberty of the ſons 
of God.—And thus ſhall our legal doom upon 


earth be changed into a comfortable declaration of 


mercy in the higheſt heavens :—and all through 


thy moſt precious and all-ſufficient merits, O bleſs- 
ed Saviour of mankind !—who with the Father, 
and the Holy Ghoſt, liveſt and meg ever, Ore 


God, world without end, Amen“. 


* See "PRION L's$ Pr ner? s Direktor: 4 wok of 3 


merit and which I have endeavoured, in my melancholy 


hours of leiſure, to reviſe, and (I humbly hope) improve; 
and mean to leave behind me, in the hands of the Ordinary, 


as a ſmall teſtimony of my fincere, but very weak, endea- 


vours for the beſt welfare of unhappy men in confinement ; _ 
to whom I have written a general e to be prefixed 
to the new edition of Ross LT. 
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Da. DODD's LAST PRAYER. 


WRITTEN JUNE 27, IN THE NIGHT PRE- 


_ VIOUS TO HIS SUFFERING. 


(PEAT and glorious Lord God! Thou Fa. 


ther of Mercies, and God of all Comfort! a 


poor and humble Pudlican ſtands trembling in thy | 


awful Preſence; and, under the deep ſenſe of in- 


numerable Tranſgreiſions, ſcarce dares fo much 
as to lift up his Eyes, or to ſay, Lord, be _— 2 


to me, a Sinner / 
For I have ſinned, oh Lord! 1 have moſt griev- 
ouſly ſinned againſt Thee; ſinned againſt Light, 


againſt Conviction; and by a thouſand, thouſand 
| Offences, juſtly provoked thy Wrath and Indigna. 


tion! My Sins are peculiarly aggravated, 1 
their burden more than ordinarily oppreſſive to my 


Soul, from the ſight and ſenſe I have had of thy a 
Love, and from the high and ſolemn obligations 
of my ſacred Character ! 


But, oppreſs'd with conſciouſneſs, ee” 8 


in Heart under the Senſe of Guilt, I come, oh 


Lord: ! with earneſt Prayer and Tears, ſupplicating 
„ oO Thee, 


| 


182 . vopp's LAST. PRAYER, 


Thee, of thy Mercy, t to look upon me; and "OY 
give me for his precious Merits' Sake, which are 
_ Infinitely more unbounded than even all the Sins 
of a whole ſinful World! By his Croſs and Paſſion, 
I implore, to ſpare and to deliver me, O Lord! 
Bleſſed be thy unſpeakable Goodneſs, for that 
wonderful diſplay of Divine Love, on which alone 
is my Hope and my Confidence! Thou haſt in- 
vited, oh bleſſed Redeemer! the burdened and : 
heavy. laden, the fick in Soul, and wearied with Sin, 


to came to Thee, and receive Reſt, Lord, I come : / 


Be it unto me according to thy infallible Word ! : 

Grant me thy precious, thy ineſtimable ResT! 5 
Be with me, thou all-ſufficient God, in the 

dreadful 'Trial through which I am to paſs! and 


graciouſly vouchſafe to fulfil in me thoſe precious 


Promiſes, which Thou, in ſuch fatherly kindneſs, 
| haſt delivered to thy aflifted Children! Enable 
me to ſee and adore thy diſpoſing Hand, in this 


awful, but mournful Event; and to contemplate at 


an humble diſtance Thy great Example; who did 


go forth, bearing thy Croſs, and enduring its 


Shame, under the ca, afurance of the Joy 2 
fer before T hee / 
And oh, my Triumphant 107d in the Mo- 2 
ment of Death, and in the laſt Hour of Conflict, 
ſuffer me not to doubt or deſpond! But ſuſtain | 
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——_ 


me in thy Arms of Love; and oh receive and pre- 

ſent faultleſs to thy Father, in the Robe of thy 

Righteouſneſs, my poor and unworthy Soul, 

which thou haſt redeemed with * moſt precious 

| Blood! . 

- Thos commending myſelf, and my eternal con- 
cerns into thy moſt faithful Hands, in firm hope 
of a happy reception into thy Kingdom; Oh my 
God, hear me, while I humbly extend my Sup- 

plications for others; and pray, That thou 
wouldeſt bleſs the King and all his Family; That 

Thou wouldeſt preſerve the Crown in his Houſe to 

endleſs Generations; and make him the happy 

_ Miniſter of Truth, of Peace, and of Proſperity to 
| his People! Bleſs that People, oh Lord! and ſhine, 

as Thou haſt done, with the Light of thy Favour 
on this little portion of thy boundleſs Creation. 
Diffuſe more and more a Spirit of Chriſtian Piety 
amongſt all ranks and orders of Men; and in par- 
ticular fill their Hearts with univerſal and undit- 
ſembled Love: Love to Thee, and Love to 
each other! ; 

Amidſt the i Meidles and Bleſſings 

vouchſafed through thy gracious Influence — Thou 

Sovereign Ruler of all hearts to ſo unworthy a 

Worm, during this dark day of my ſorrows: En- 

able me to be thankful; and in the ſincerity of 

ü N 4 heart- 
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beart-felt Gratitude to implore thine eſpecial Bleſ- 
fing on all my beloved Fellow creatures, who have 
by any means intereſted themſelves in my preſer- 
vation! May the pray ers they have offered for me, 


return in mercies on their own heads ! May the 
ſympathy they have ſhewn, refreſh and comfort 


their own hearts! And may all their good en- 
deavours and kindneſſes be amply repaid by a full 


ſupply of thy Grace, and abundant aſſiſtance to 


them in their day of en —in their moſt anxi- 


ous hours of need !. 


'To the more part ticular and e Tate: 
ments of thy Previdential love and goodneſs to 
me, Oh vouchſafe to impart, — Author of all Good! 
1 rich ſepply of thy cheiceſt comforts! Fill 


their hearts with thy love, and their lives with 
thy tavour! Guard them in every danger: ſoothe 


them in every ſorrow; bleſs them in every laud- 
able undertaking: retore an hundred-fold all their 
temporal ſupphes to me and mine: and, after a 
courſe of extenfive. uti ity, advance them, through 


oy. merits of Jrsvus, to lives of eternal Bliſs. 


Extend, great Father of the World! thy more 


| W N care and kindneſs to my nearer and molt 
dear Connections. Bleſs with thy continual pre- 
ſence and protection my dear Brother and Sifter, 
and all their children and friends! Hold them in 


tay 
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thy hand of tender care and mercy; and give them 
to experience, that in Thee there is infinite Lov- 
ing-kindneſs and Truth! Look with a tender 
eye on all their temporal concerns; and, after 
Lives of Faithfulneſs and Truth, oh bear them to 
thy Boſom, and unite us together in thy Eternal 
Love! 

But, oh my rab Lord and Hope! ſuffer 
me in a more particular manner to offer up to thy 
Sovereign and Gractous care my long- tried and 
moſt affectionate Wife! Huſhand of the Widzw, be 
thou her ſupport! ſuſtain and conſole her aflited 
mind! enable her with patient ſubmiſſion to re- 
ceive all thy will: —and when, in thy good time, 
thou hath perfected her for thy bleſſed Kingdom, 
unite again our happy and immortal Spirits in 
celeſtial love, as thou haſt been pleaſed to unite us 
in fincere earthly affection! Lord Jeſus, vouch- 
fafe unto her thy peculiar _ — all- ſufficient 
Conſolation! 

If I have any enemies, oh Thou who: 2 for 
thy enemies, hear my prayers for them! Forgive 
'thiem all their ill-will to me, and fill their hearts 
with thy love! And, oh, vouchſafe abundantly 
to bleſs and to fave all thoſe, who have either 
- Wiſhed or done me evil! Forgive me, Gracious. 
God! the wrong or injury I have done to others; 
and % forgive me my treſpaſles, as I freely and 

willy 
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fully forgive all thoſe, who have in any degree 
treſpaſſed againſt me. I deſire thy Grace, to purify 
my ſoul from every taint of malevolence; and to 
flit me, by perfect love, for the Society of Spirits, | 
Whoſe buſineſs and happineſs is love! 
Glory be to Thee, oh God ! for all the bleſſings 1 
thou haſt granted me from the day of my creation 
until the prefent hour! I feel and adore thy ex- 
ceeding goodneſs in all; and in this 44% and cling 
agliction of my life, I acknowledge moſt humbly 
the juſtice of thy fatherly correction, and bow my 
head with thankfulneſs for thy rod! Great and 
good in all !—I adore and magnify thy mercy: I 
| behold in all, thy Love manifeſtly diſplayed ; and 
rejoice that I am at once "ey Creature, and ay 
| Redeemed! © —_ 
As ſuch, oh Lord, my Creator and Redeemer, 1 
commit my ſoul into thy faithful hands! Waſh it 
and purify it in the blood of thy Son from every | 
deſfiling ſtain: perfect what is wanting in it: and 
grant me, poor, returning, weeping, wretched 
_ prodigal—grant me the loweſt place in thy Hea- 
venly Houſe; in and for his ſole and all- ſufficient 
merits—the adorable Feu ;—who, with the Fa- 
ther and the Holy Ghoſt, liveth and reigneth ever, 
one God, world without end. 


Amen and 4 Amen, Lord Ju vs! 


ro THE 


SENT ro HIM DURI NC HIS CONFINEMENT | 
IN NEWGATE, | 


DEAR sin, 


ET it not ſurpriſe you in this tremendous hour 

to be accoſted by an old, perhaps forgotten, 

but ſtill ſympathizing Friend. The world ſmiles 
in proſperity ; the Chriſtian loves in adverſity; and 

the hour of Nature's ſorrow is the Important. 
period for ſuch a friendſhip. 


From the firſt moment the melancholy 1 news had 


reached my ear, how truly was my heart engaged 
in prayer and pity! I anticipated the dreadful 
pangs which rend your ſoul ; and the awful con- 
ſideration, that theſe things were but the begin- 
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ning of ſorrow, was ready to ane blood from my 
heart, as well as tears from my eyes. I turned to 
Him, from whom proceeds all that is truly great 
and good, and was encouraged to intreat the mer- 
ciful Redeemer to look down with tender pity, 
and cauſe this dark night to become the womb of a 
bright morning, yea, the brighteſt your eyes have 

_ ever ſeen. _ 
Every ſtroke of your rod deeply affects me; but, 
above all, I feel for your ts your immortal 
ſoul. 8 
Will you permit me, my dear Sir, to throw aſide 
all reſerve, while treating on this important ſub- 
ject? Shall I prevail with you to bear with the 
manner, for the ſake of the matter; and deſpiſe 
not truth, though ignorantly uttered ? 
I fear you ine lived « long time in that friend- 
ſhip with the world, which the Spirit of God de- 
clares is enmity with himſelf. However excellent 
ſome or many of your actions may have been, you 
| have reſted in the letter, and not in the ſpirit of 
Chriſtianity; you have been contented without 
the experimental knowledge of thoſe words, He 
that is in Chriſt Feſus is a neav creature. Your will, 
your affections, your deſires and delights, have 
they not all been fixt on earthly objects? Rejoicing 
in the Poſſeſſion, . mourning the diſappointment, 
your 
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your ally delight has not tent in the divine com- 
munications of ve Holy Spirit; fellowſhip with 
God has not been your chiefeſt joy ; the purſuit of 
empty {ladows found nearer acceſs to your heart, 
than the noble choice of following the deſpiſed 
Nazarene. Think not, dear Sir, I draw this judge- 
Ment from the late unhappy event. O, no; that I 
only conſider as the natural fruit of the unregenerate 
heart. The point I aim at, is the want of that 
change, that death unto fin, that new birth unto. 
_ righteouſneſs, whereby the children of wrath be- 
come the children of grace. St. Paul ſays, I have 
Hugbit the good fight, I have kept the faith. There— 
fore was he willing to be offered up, ſince nothing 
but a crown of righteouſneſs preſented itſelf to 
his opening proſpect. He had kept that faith 
which purifieth the heart, overcometh the world, 
and quencheth all the fiery darts of the evil-one. 
I remember when I was about fourteen, the ſea- 
ſon in which I was favoured with your moſt inti- 
mate acquaintance, you once told a ſtory which I 
ſhall never forget, concerning one of the Scotch 
Divines, who ſaid on his death-bed, IF every flone, 
timber, and nail in this houſe could ſpeak, they ewould. 
bear witneſs to the many hours of ſavcet communian 
w ſoul hath ſpent <vith Gop therein. O, Sir! can 
the beams of your houſe bear witneſs that your 
enjoy ments 
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enjoyments have been ſuch as eternity ſhall ripen? 
And this heavenly diſpoſition, you muſt be ſenſible, 
can alone fit us for the enjoyment of the New Jeru- 
ſalem. No object can give pleaſure, unleſs it meets 
with a ſenſe which ſuits and apprehends it. The 
grain of corn 1s more welcome to the fowl than the 
richeſt pearl. So to the ſoul whoſe treaſure is yet on 
earth, the beauties of the lovely Jeſus ſhine in vain. 


But, alas! who can break this adamantine chain? 


Who can unlock the heart bound down with twice 
ten thouſand ties, and bring the captive ſoul into 
the glorious liberty of the Sons of God? Can diſ- 
appointment? can reproach, diſhonour, loſs, or 
even death itſelf? Alas! theſe may torment, but 
never change the heart: It is a ſight of the crucified 
Jeſus alone which breaks the heart in pieces. 7515 
Feſur waits to do you good; hear him ſaying, Thou 
haſt deſtroyed thyſelf, but in me is thy help. O that 
| you would cry; his ear attends the ſofteſt prayer. 
This is my fear, left you ſhould forget there is no 
way into the ſheepfold but through the door, and 
no way of entering that door, but knowing our- 
ſelves to be loſt and undone creatures, whoſe ways 
have been altogether perverſe before him, and then 
to be ſaved by faith in Chriſt alone. 
How often has Chriſt appeared delightful en even 
in a priſon! Several have praiſed God for bringing 
them 
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them there, and by that means awakening them to 
a knowledge of their loſt eſtate, that they might be 
made acquainted with a happineſs till then un- 
known. Adorable Jeſus! ſo work on the ſoul of 


this my unhappy friend, diſplay thy pardoning 
love, and write it on his aching heart; 


40 No, my beſt actions cannot ſave, 
«© But thou muſt cleanſe ev'n them; 

% Yet when on thee I do believe, | 
My work ſhall not condemn.” 


I know not how to break of. —My ſpirit deeply 
mourns both for your preſent and approaching 
ſufferings, and equally for her who ſo ſadly ſhares _ 
your every woe. Had you remained in proſperity, 
nothing would have been farther from my thoughts 
than a renewal of acquaintance; for I have found, 
in being deſpiſed and trampled under foot of the 
great ones of the earth, more ſolid peace, more laſt- 
ing joy, than my warmeſt wiſnes could ever have ex- 
petted : But noau I cannot forget you if Iwould, Ilong 
for your ſalvation; will you acknowledge all the 
wiſdom of the world can never fave you ? Will you 
look for ſalvation from the mere mercy of God? 
How many have gone triumphantly to glory, even 
from under the hand of an executioner? My dear Sir, 


that : 
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that triumph may be yours; And 77 pou & not We 
je@ it it ſure y ſhall. The king of terrors ſhail 
appear no longer terrible; and your happy ſpirit, 
looſe from every earthly tie, and delighted with 


the freedom of the living water, ſhall ſpring into 


eternity with ſo feeling a joy as you have never 
known in all your life. You have tried the world, 
and found it empty. Never did man ſtrive more 
for the honours of it than you have done; for ht, 
you turne l your back on the cloſeſt followers of 
the Lamb, the little few deſpiſed indeed of man, 
but whoſe lives were hid with Chriſt in God]; for 
that, you have been conformed in all your life and 

converſation to the cuſtoms, faſhions, and maxim 
of it: But while you were a flave to man, zzgrate- 


ful man ! who neither thanked nor paid you, you 


flighted Him who is able to caſt both ſoul and bod 
into hell. But, O the unbounded love of Jeſus ! He 


blaſted all your hopes ; he chaſtened and corrected; 
| for what end? only to convince you how ready S 


1s to receive and make you a beloved ſon. The 
wicked have no bands in their death, they will not 
liſten to awakening fears; but whom the Lord 
loveth, he chaſteneth : yea, the body may be given 
up to ſuffer, that the ſpirit may be faved 1 in the 1 : 
of the Lord. 
I am not yet without hope, even n for your life, 
= It 
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It is founded on this: I know the hearts of all are 
in the hand of my God, from the king on the 


throne, to the beggar on the dunghill, and he 
turneth them what way ſoever he will. I know, if 
you ſeek but Damel's faith, Daniel's God can ſhut 


the lion's mouth. If, with Nebuchadnezzar, vu 
have learned to acknowledge the Moſt High ruler 
over all, he can reſtore you again to your former 


eftate, or elſe take you to behold his glory, When 
J conſider your great talents, and how much you 
might have done for God, I cannot help crying to 
the Lord once more to ſend you into his vineyard, 
with a changed heart full of the Holy Ghoſt oy 
power. And now, my dear Sir, what ſhall I ſay ? 


My heart is full: I know not how to leave off. It 


is as though my pen could not part from the paper. 


Nature ſhrinks from that pang, which is utually 
the ſad attendant of a laſt farewell. But grace cries. 


out, Vet there is hope. An eternity of joy preſents 


a kingdom, where no horrid alarm of war ſhall | 


break our eternal repoſe ; where ſorrow, death, and 
parting ſhall be no more; and the Royal Army 


of Croſs-bearers, who have waſhed their ks 85 


and made them white in the blood of the Lamb, 


are ready to embrace and welcome vou among 


them. | 
TI 0 that efficacious blood, with tears of 3 and 
. on 2 fo ITOW » 


— — — — — — — 
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| ſorrow, I commit you; and, though with reluct- 
ance, I muſt now conclude, 


— —— — — 
Os . . 


Your ſincerely affectionate 
and ſympathizing friend, 
Feb. 1717. Mary BosanNQUET “. 


| | | * See p. 99. 


Ny a ſeries of correſpondence, almoſt, aweekly from the 
above date till within three days of his execution, 
Miss BDeſangquet ſays fbe had reaſon 20 believe br 
felt a contrite heart, and found the Sinner's Friend 
to be his — June 25th, he aurote her his laſt fare- 


evell as follows 7 


| MY DEAR FRIEND, Tune: 25, 1777 
N Friday morning J am to be made 71mortal ! 
die with a heart truly contrite, and broken 

under a ſenſe of its great and manifold offences, 

but comforted and ſuſtained by a ſirm faith in the 
pardoning love of Jeſus Chriſt, My earneſt prayers 
to God are, that we may meet and know each other 
in that kingdom, towards which you have been ſo 
ong and ſo happily travelling. I return you my 

moſt affectionate thanks for all your friendly atten- 
tion to me; and have no doubt, ſhould any oppor- 
tunity offer, you will remember my eæcelleut, but 
mot. 
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moſt afflicted partner i in en I do not know 


where to direct to worthy Mr. Parker, but beg to 
trouble you with my dying love and kind remem- 


brance to him. The Lord Jelvn Chriſt be with our - 


ſ pirits, Amen, | W. DODD. 
Soon ber the Doctor 8 ee che Lady received 


from a faithful Minifter of Jeſus Chriſt, who con- 
ſtantly attended him, a very encouraging account, 
in which he declares he believes him to be ſinging 
the Song of the Redeemed; and concludes his 


letter with the following ts: : 


„Thus ended the mortal, and began the never- 


5 « ceaſing life of your old and my new friend. And 


I bleſs God our Saviour for this new proof of 
„his wang grace, and the power of his precious 


:. $: blood. 


„ The time is elapſed; 1. have written more 
« than I intended; and yet not a tenth part of 
© what I could. You may be comforted, as I have 
« been richly. Your and my fears are at an end. 


May the God of all Grace keep your and my 
cc © heart in the knowledge of him, yea, cauſe us to 
«© grow in grace and love ! ! This is the earneſt 


cc prayer of 


8. 1 chlorate friend, | 


« and willing en! in 0 unis r. * 
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of ; H E greateſt affliction and oppreſſion to my 


mind at preſent is, the piercing reflection 


chat I, who have lived all my life in an endeavour 


to promote the truth of Chriſtianity, ſhould no- 
become an obſtacle to that truth, and a ſcandal to 


that profeſſion ;—that I, who have with all my 


power, and with all ſincerity, la oured to do good, 


and be a bleſſing to my fellow- creatures, mould 


now become an evil and a curſe. What ſhall I, 


can I, ought I to do, to prevent, as much as in me 
lies, any ſoch dreadful conſequences of my ſhame: 


and my crime? Will a-public atteſtation of my 
fincere belief of Chriſtianity, and an ingenuous 
detail and confeſſion of my offences, be of any 


_ avail?—In order to do this, and to acquaint pow 


in few words with a perfect knowledge of myſelf 
(though I ſhould wiſh to do it more fully), be ſo 
good as to conſider the few following particulars. | 
I entered very young on public life, very in- 
nocent—very ignorant—and very Ingenuous. # 8 


by ed _ happy Ty A at Wen Ham, in an un- 


T of ir) account Dr. Dodd may be faid to have « only 


drawn the outlines; the picture, as it | Appears was finiſhed 
by Dr. e LON | 
| et 
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interrupted and ſucceſsful diſcharge of my duty. 


A diſappointment in the living of that pariſh 


| obliged me to exert myſelf, and I engaged for a 


chapel near Buckingham Gate. Great ſucceſs 
attended the undertaking: it pleaſed. and elated 


me. At the ſame time Lord Cheſterfield, to whom 


J was perſonally unknown, offered me the care of 


his heir, Mr. Stanhope *. By the advice of my 
dear friend, now in heaven, Dr. Squire, I engaged 
under promiſes which were not performed. Such. 
a diſtinction too, you mult know, ſerved to in- 


creaſe a young man's vanity. I was naturally led 
into more extenſive and important connections, 
and, of courſe, into greater expences, and more 
diſſipations. Indeed, before, I never diſſipated at 
all- for many, many years, never ſeeing a play- 
houſe, or any public place, but living entirely in 
_ Chriſtian duties. Thus brought to town, and in- 
troduced to gay life, I fell into its ſnares, Am- 


bition and vanity led me on. My temper, natural- 
= ly cheerful, was pleaſed with company; naturally 
generous, it knew not the uſe of money ; it was: 

a a ftranger to the uſeful ſcience of economy and 
| frugality ; nor could it with-hold from diſtreſs, 


what it too much (often) wanted itſelf. 


Beſides this, the habit of uniform, regular, i 


ſober piety, and of watchfulneſs and devotion, 
The preſent Lord Cheſterfield. 


O 5 a wearing 


— — — 
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wearing off, amidſt this unavoidable ſcene of dif- 
ſipation, I was not, as at Weſt Ham, the innocent 
man that I lived there. I committed. offences 
_ againſt my God! which yet, I bleſs him, were 
always, in reſtexion, deteſtable to me. 
Hut my greateſt evil was expence. To FR it, 
I fell into the dreadful and ruinous mode of raiſ- 
ing money by annuities. The annuities devoured 
me. Still I exerted myſelf by every means to do 
what I thought right, and built my hopes of per- 
fect extrication from all my dificukies when my 
young and beloved pupil ſhould come of age. 
But, alas! during this interval, which was not 
very long, J declare with ſolemn truth, that I 
never varied from the ſteady belief of the Chriſ- 
tian doctrines! I preached them with all my 
power, and kept back nothing from my congrega - 
tions which I thought might tend to their beſt 
welfare; and I was very ſuceeſsful in this way 
during the time. Nor, though I ſpent i in diſſipa- 
tion many hours which I ought not, but to which 
my connections inevitably led, was I idle during 
this period: as my Commentary on the Bible, 
my. Sermons to Young Men, and ſeveral other 
publications prove. I can ſay too, with pleaſure, 
that I ſtudiouſly employed my intereſt, through 
the connections I had, for the good of others. 1 
never — or neglected the cauſe of the diftreſs- 
: ed? „ 
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ed; many, if need were, could bear me witneſs, 
Let it ſuffice to ſay, that during this period L in 
ſtituted the charity for the Diſcharge of Debtors. 
Such 1s the plain and ingenuous detail of myſelf. 
I fincerely lament all I have done wrong. I love, 
and ever did, religion and goodneſs. I hate and 
abhor vice, and myſelf for ever having committed 
any. I look with peculiar deteſtation on the crime 
to which I am at preſent obnoxious; and I wiſh 
before I die, of all things, if it be poſſible, to make 
 amends—by the moſt fincere and full confeſſion and 
humiliation of myſelf. | 
May 21, 1777. | W, DODD. 
| The following DECLARATION Dx. DODD _ 
 ancliſed ina Letter to a Friend fame time * be 
ſuffered. 
85 T” HOUGH TI acknowledge in all its atrocity; : 
and more eſpecially with a view to my pecu- 
liar circumſtances and character, the offence for 
which If uffer,—yet, conſidering that it is puniſh- 
ed with ſuch ſanguinary ſeverity in no commercial 
5 ſtate under heaven; and that in my caſe it has 
been fully atoned for, ſo far as human creatures 
can atone to each other; I cannot but judge my 
puniſhme nt rather hard :—and ſtill more ſo, as 
that public (for whoſe benefit and example ſuch - 
ignominious death and puniſhment can alone be 
aden has with a pleading, and almoſt unani- 
0 4 mous 
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mous voice ſupplicated the 'Throne, in the moſt 
humble manner, to ſhew mercy, and avert the 
abhorred ſtroke, by aſſigning another, — * 
haps not leſs afflictive puniſhment. 

In this diſpenſation, however, I look far beyond 
the hand of poor human vengeance, and adore the 
Juſtice and goodneſs of God, who correcting me in 


judgment for deviations from the purity of his 


Goſpel, as a diſtinguiſned miniſter of it, has been 

pleaſed to call me thus by death to proclaim my 
repentance, and to atteſt my faith in Him; and to | 
declare to all my fellow-creatures, and to my be- 
loved countrymen in particular, for whoſe love to 
me I am under the higheft obligations, my firm 
belief of the principles which I have long preach- 
ed, and in my writings delivered with the utmoſt 
truth and fincerity, and which I thus ſeal with my 
blood, in perfect reſignation to the will of my 
adorable Mafter, and ina firm dependence on thoſe 
prinitiples: for the ſalvation of my own ſoul. 

W. DOD D. 
LETTERS 7 Tawo N, „ LORDS of His — 9 4 
Moft Honourable Privy Council. : 
LETTER L 
MY LORD“, aha 

I HAVE committed a td; crime, for which 

1 the ſentence of the law has paſſed upon me; and 
5M Lord North, ü then Prime Miniſter, 2 7. 
| gs | whether ; 
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Whether that ſentence ſhall be executed in its full 
rigour, may, perhaps, depend upon the ar of 


your Lordſhip. 
The ſhame and ſelf-reproach with which I now 
| ſolicit your commiſeration, I hope no man will 


ever feel, who has not deſerved to feel them like 


_ myſelf, But I will not deſpair of being heard 
with pity, when, under the terrors of a ſpeedy and 
diſgraceful death, I moſt open: > implore your 
Lordſhip's interceſſion. 

My life has not been wholly uſeleſs; J have la- 
boured in my calling diligently and ſucceſsfully; 
but ſucceſs inflamed my vanity, and my heart be- 

trayed me. Violent paſſions have expoſed me to 
violent temptations; but I am not the firſt whom 
temptation has overthrown. I have, in all my 


deyiations, kept Right always in view, and have 


_ 1nvariably reſolved to return to it. Whether, in 
a proſperous ſtate, I ſhould have kept my reſolu- 
tion, public juſtice has not ſuffered me to know. 

My crime has been indeed atrocious, but my 


puniſhment has not been light. From a height. 


of reputation, which perhaps raiſed envy in others, 


and certainly produced pride in myſelf, I have 
fallen to the loweſt and groſſeſt infamy ; from an 


income which prudence might have made plenti- 
ful, T am reduced o live on thoſe remains of cha- 
rity which infamy has left me, 
15 ” De rag es When 
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When ſo much has been given to juſtice, 1 
| humbly i intreat that life, ſuch as it muſt now be, 


may be given to mercy; and that your Lordſhip's | 


_ Influence may be employed in dif] poſing our Sor e- 
reign to look with n eg on, 


+ My Lord, | 
Your Lordſhip- s moſt humble Sanpii ant 
June 11, 1777- WILLIAM DOD D. 


L E 3 E R II. 
MY LorD®, x 
OT many days are now to paſs before the 
fate of one of the moſt miſerable of human 
ke will be finally determined. 'The efficacy 
of your Lordſhip's voice is well known ; and 


whether I ſhall immediately ſuffer an ignominious 


death, or wander the reſt of my days in ignomini- 
ous exile, your opinion will probably determine. 
Do not refuſe, my Lord, to hear the plea, what- 


ever it may be, which 1 wn oppors to the ex- 


tremity of Juſtice. 

3 acknowledge, my Lord, the acrcctoutnels of 
my crime; I admit the truth of the verdict that 
.condemned me; yet I hope, that when my evil is 

_ cenſured, my good may likewiſe be remembered; 
and that it may be confidered how much that ſo- 
ciety, which is injured by my fraud, has been 
benefited by my charitable labours,—T have of- 


: 5 7 Ear] Mae. | | 
5 : | | fended; 
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ended; I am penitent ; I entreat but for life, for 
a life which muſt paſs certainly in diſhonour, and 


probably in want. Do not refuſe, my Lord, to 


compaſſionate a man who, blaſted in fame, and 


ruined in fortune, yet ſhrinks with terror from the 


precipice of eternity. Let me live, however mi- 
ſerable; and let my miſeries warn all thoſe to 
whom they ſhall be known, againft ſelf- indul- 
gence, vanity, and profuſion. 


Once more, my Lord, let me beg for life; and 


when you ſee me going from the gloom of a pri- 


| ſon to the penury of baniſhment, do nor conſider 
public juſtice as wholly unſatisfied by the ſaeringy | 


g of, 
5 My Lord, 
| Your Lordſhip's moſt humble Supplicant, 
June 11, 1777» WILLIAM DOD D. 


Da. DODD's PETITION, 
| preſented by his BROTHER. 
To the KING*'s Moſt Excellent Majely. | 


8 I R/ 


1 is moſt humbly repreſented to Your Majeſty 
by William Dodd, the unhappy convict a 
5 under ſentence of death: 
That William Dodd, acknowledging the juſtice 
* the ſentence denounced againſt him, has no 


5 lope or refuge but 1 in Your Majeſty" s clemency : 


That 5 
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Ihat though to recolle& or mention the uſeful- 
neſs of his life, or the efficacy of his miniſtry, 
muſt overwhelm him, in his preſent condition, 

with ſhame and ſorrow, he yet humbly hopes that 

his paſt labours will not wholly be forgotten; and 
that the zeal, with which he has exhorted others to 

a good lite, though i it does not extenuate his crime, 

may mitigate his puniſhment : 

That debaſed as he is by ignominy, and diſ- 
treſſed as he is by poverty, ſcorned by the world, 
and deteſted by himſelf, deprived of all external 
comforts, and afflicted by conſciouſneſs of guilt, 
he can derive no hopes of longer life, but that of 


repairing the injury he has done to mankind, by 


_ exhibiting an example of ſhame and ſubmiſſion, 
and of expiating his ſins by prayer and penitence: 
That for this end he humbly implores from the 

clemency of Your Majeſty, the continuance of a 
life legally forfeited; and of the days which by 
your gracious compaſſion he may yet live, no one 
ſhall paſs without a prayer, that Your Majeſty, 

after a long life of happineſs and honour, may 

ſtand, at the day of final judgment, among the 

merciful that obtain mercy. 

So fervently prays the moſt diſtreſſed and 

- retched of your Majeſty's ſubjedts, 


WILLIAM DODD. 
a Ms. 


NI RS. DODD 's PETITION. "up 


Mas. DODD's PETITION, 
. preſented 835 HERSELF. 


| To the * EE N' s Mot Excellent Majeſty. 


MADAM, 
5 * 1s moſt humbly repreſented by Mary Dodd, . 


the wife of Dr. William Dodd, now wing: in. 
priſon under ſentence of death: 


That ſhe has been the wife of this unhappy man 
more than twenty-ſeven years, and has lied with. 
him in the greateſt happineſs of conjugal union, 


and the hi gheſt ſtate of conjugal confidence: 

That ſhe has been a conſtant witneſs of his un— 
wearied endeavours for public good, and his la. 
borious attendance on charitable inſtitutions 
Many are the families whom his care has delivered 


from want; many are the hearts which he has 
freed from pain, and the faces which he has cleared 


from ſorrow. 
That cherefore ſhe moſt nnd throws herſelf 


at the feet of the Queen, earneſtly intreating that 


the petition of a diſtreſſed wife aſking mercy for a 
huſband, may be conſidered as naturally ſoliciting 
the compaſſion of Her Majeſty ; and that when 
her wiſdom has compared the offender's good 


actions with his crime, ſhe will be pleaſed to re- 


preſent his caſe to our Moſt Gracious Sovereign 
in 
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in ſuch terms as may diſpoſe him to ) mitigate the 
rigour of the law. 
So prays your Majeſty's moſt dutiful ſubjeR 


and ſu pplicant, 
MA R + D 0 D D. 


— . — 
_ SUCH were the laſt thoughts of a man whom 
wie have ſeen exulting in popularity, and ſunk in 
ſhame. For his reputation, which no man can give 
to himſelf, thoſe who conferred it are to anſwer, 
Of his public miniſtry, the means of judging were 
ſufficiently attainable. He muſt be allowed to 
preach well, whoſe ſermons ſtrike the audience 
with forcible conviction. Of his life, thoſe who 
thought it conſiſtent with his doctrine, did not 
originally form falſe notions. He was at firſt 


What he endeavoured to make others; but the 


world broke down his reſolution, and he in time 

ceaſed to exemplify his own inſtructions. 
Let thoſe who are tempted to his faults, tremble 
at his puniſhment; and thoſe whom he impreſſed 
from the pulpit with religious ſentiments, endea. 
vour to confirm them, by conſidering the regret 
and ſelf-abhorrence with which he reviewed in 
priſon his deviations from rectitude. 
Whatever aſſiſtance his anxiety might prompt 
him to ſolicit in forming the petitions (which, 
however, he muſt be conſidered as confirming by 
? his 
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his name), the account of his paſt life, and of his 
dying ſentiments, are the effuſions of his own 


mind. Thoſe who read them with the proper 


_ diſpoſition, will not read 1 in vain, 


A few days before Ds. DODD 2 red teath, the fal- 
lowing Obſervations on the propriety of Pardoning 
Him, were written. and ſent to the Public Papers 
by Du. JOHNSON, 


ö was preſented to the "OY 


tary of State by the Earl Ptrcy, a Petition 
in favour of Dr. Dodd, figned by twenty-three: 
thouſand hands. On this occaſion it is natural to 


conſider, 


That in all countries penal laws have been re- 


laxed as particular reaſons have emerged: 
That a life eminently beneficent, a ſingle action 


eminently good, or even the power of being uſeful- 


to the public, have been ſufficient to protect the 
life of a delinquent: 


Tuat no arbiter of liſe and death has ever ben 
cenſured for granting the life of a criminal to 


honeſt and powerful ſolicitation: 


That the man for whom a nation petitions, muft. 


| be preſumed to have merit uncommon in kind cr 
in degree; for however the mode of collecting 


ſubſcriptions, or the right of judgment exerciſed. 


by the ſuvſcrivers, may be he war to diſpute, it is at 


leaſt 
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leaf plain that ſomething is done for this man, 


that was never done for any other; and Govern- 
ment, which muſt proceeed upon general views, 


m y rationally conchude that this an is ſomething 
better than other offenders have been, or has done | 


ſomething more than others have done. Y 


That though the people cannot judge of the ads : 
miniſtration of juſtice ſo well as their governatss 
yet their voice has always been regarded : 


| That this is a caſe in which the petitioners de- 
termine againſt their own intereſt; thoſe for whoſe 


protection the law was made, intreat its relaxation ; p > 


and our Governors cannot be charged with the 


conſequences which the poopie bring upon them- 


ſelves: 
That as this is a W—_ widhous example, it will 


probably be without conſequences, and many ages 


will elapſe before ſuch a crime is * committed 


by ſuch a man: 


That though life be ſpared, os may be ſatis- 


fied with ruin, impriſonment, exile, infamy and 
penury. 


FINTK 


. 8 22 8 * 
1 1 
11 [7 & 1 
: Lee 


D 2 


© 
EE OO I ee NE CI ED 


. EE oats 
— a 


— ͤ— ::: — ' ̃ 


